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S ON 6. 


The Sky Lark. — By Mr Shenſtone. 


O, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
ES To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way : 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 
And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array d, - 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
And aſk the lovely partial maid, 
What are his notes wa to thine, 


( 2 ) 
Then bid her treat you, witleſs beau, 
And all your flaunting race, with ſeorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's wo, 


1 ke nae a Laddie. 


I Lo'e nae a laddie but ane, 
He loe's nae a laſſie but me 7 
He's willin“ to mak* me his ain, 
An' his ain I'm willing to be : 
He coft me a rokely o' blue, 
A pair of mittens 0” green: 
An' his price was a kifs o my mou”, 
An' I paitt him the debt yeſtreen. 


My mither's ay makin' a phraſe, 
cc That I'm lucky young to be wed;”” 
But lang ere ſhe countit my days, 
O me ſhe was brought to bed : 
Sac mither, juſt ſettle your tongue, 
An dinna be flitin” ſae bauld; 
For we can do the thing whan we'ere young 
What we canna do weel whan we're auld. 


Friend and Pitcher. 


T wealthy fool, with gold in tore, 
Will ftill defire to grow richer ; 
Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 

My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


1 


Chorus, 
My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair. 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer ; 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


From morning ſun I'd rever grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher 

I? that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher, 


Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 

I know not what can thus bewitch her ; 
With all my heart can I be poor, 

With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 


Puſh about the Forum. 
WO Brothers to the tavern went, 
And ſent ſome friends before em; 
The hurly-burly did begin, 
Ends in a variorum, 


They fought and ſtarted all around, 
As did their friends before them, 
And I ſtood dancing at their back, 
And puſh'd about the jorum. 
Chorus. 
When you unto the tavern go, 
Fer love of variorum, 
A 2 
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And hurly-burlies do begin, 
Then puth about the jorum. 


Now merry lade where- e er you be 
And like the variorum, 

Be ſure to keep good company, 
And puſh about the jorum. 


I've been eaſt, and north, and ſouth, 
Without a variorum, 

But in the weſt they bicker faft, 
Anck rams about the jorum. 


I have been all the country wund, 
I never was blew-borum ; 
But always made my merriment, 
And tam'd about the jorum. 
When you unto the tavern go, &c. 


$S O N © 


A Rofe-tree full in hearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee ; 

Onc rofe beyond, comparing, 

For beauty attracted me. 
Tho? eager then to win it, 

Lovely, bloomine, freſh and gay, 
I find a canker in it, 

And now throw it far away. 


How fine this morning early, 


All fun-ſuny, clear, and bright! 


(-:$-3 


$0 late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho' loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; 
Farewell, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 
. How fine, &c, 


WHEN think on this warld's pelf, 

And how little I hae o't to myſelf; 
I ſigh when I look on my thread-bare coat, 
And ſhame fa' the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Johnny was the lad that held the plough, 
But now he has got goud and gear enough ; 
I weel mind the day when he was nae worth 2 


groat, | 
And ſhame fa* the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Jenny was the laſs that mucked the byre, 
But now ſue goes in her filken attire: 
And ſhe was a laſs who wore a plaiding coat, 
And ſhame fa” the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Yet a' this ſhall never danton me, 

Sac lang's I keep my fancy free: 

While I 've but a penny to pay t'other pot, 

„ 
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Fill your glaſſes. 


PULL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh and worldly care deſpiſe ; 
Sorrcw ne'er will bring relief: 


Joy from drinking will ariſe, 


Why ſhould we with wrinkl'd care 
Change what nature made fo fair? 
Drink, an ſet the heart at.reft; 
Of a bad market make the beſt, 


Buſy brains we know, alas! 
With imaginations run; 

Like the ſaudls i'the hour-glaſs, 
Turn'd and turn'd, and ſtill run on, 

Never knowing where to ſtay: 

But uncafy ev'ry way. 

Drink and ſet the heart at reſt; 

Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Some purſae the winged wealth, 
Some to honours high aſpire: 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
That's the ſum of my de ſires. 
What the world can more preſent 

Will not add to my content, 
Drink and ſet the heart at reſt; 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine. 
Makes the heart alert and free: 


( 
1 
( 
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Should it mow, or rain, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame thing tis with me. 


There's no ſenſe againſt our fate; 
Changes daily on us wait, 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt ; 
Of a bad market make the beſt. 


Good Morrow to your Night-Cap. 
(From the Por Soldier.) 


Dr AR Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſlecp how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late tis. 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you à bit of play; 
On two legs ride 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap. 


Laſt night a little bowſy, 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let me fit befide her. 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as floes, 
The little gypfy cock'd her noſe ; 
Yet her I've rid 
| Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap · 
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8 ON G.—From the fame. 


of E twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chace ; 

And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of ber face. 

For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of 


love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and fkulks in 
the grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. - 


The dogs are uncoupl'd, and ſweet is their cry, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echo's reply : 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


The ſtag from his chamber of woobine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 

Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 

Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear; 

With antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 

The dogs are, Kc. 


— 


* 
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8 ON G.—From the ſame, 


HE meadow looks chearful, the birds 
ſweetly ſing, 
So zaily they carol the praiſes of Spring; 
Tho! Natur- rejoices ; poor Norah ſhall mourn 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye lafſes of Dublin, O hide your gay charms! * 

Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond 
arms. a 

Tho? ſattir.s, and ribbands, and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine 


S ON C.—From the fame. 


NW happy the ſoldier who lives on his pays 
And ipends half-a-crowu out of pence 2 
day; 


Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, nor bums, 


Bur pays all his debts with the roll of bis drums. 
— With a row-de-dow, &. 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 

His King finds him quarters, money, and cloaths, 

He laughs at al! forrow whenever it comes, 

And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
With a row-de-dow, Kc. 


( 1 ) 
The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight: 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo glum, 
But packs vp her tatters, and follows the drum, 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


5 ON G.—From the ſame. 


* ye groves and chryſtal fountains, 
The gladſome plains and filent dall; 


Ye humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lotty cell. 


And, oh! farewel, fond youth moſt dear! 

Thy tender plaint, the vow fincere, 

We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewel. 


SON G.—From the ſame. 


H O' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady 
bowers, 
Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſ- 
cades, "Y 
Its'groves of fine. myrtles, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
its lads fo well dreſs' d, and its neat pretty 
maids ; 


Az each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of. 


n. 
Co 


. 
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E 
fn praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong: 
Dear Carton ! containing what kingdoms my 
hoaſt of ; | 
'Tis Norah, dear Norah ! the theme of my 
ſong. 


Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice 
boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kil- 
dare; | 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice 
powder'd hair : 
Poor Pat, while fo bleſt in his mean humble 
fixation, 
For gold or for acres he never fall long; 
One ſweet ſinile can give him the wealth of a 
nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my 
ſong. 


S O N G.—From the ſame. 


DAR Sir, this brown jug that now foam 
wich mild ale, 

Out of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the 
vale ; 

Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As Cer crack'd a bottle, or fathom d a bowl; 

In boozing about, twas his praiſe to excel, 

Aud among jolly topers he bore off the bell- 


1 

His body, wlien long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in its cover fo ſnug, 
And with part of old Toby he form'd the brown 

Jugs 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
do here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 


SONG, 


OU' RE welceme to Paxton, Robin Aidair, 
You're welcome to Paxton, Robin Aidair, 

How does Luk- Gardner do, ay, and Johnie 
Machru too ? 

O! Why did they not come with you, Robin 
Aidair ? 

I wil! drink wine with you, Robin Aidair, 

I will drink wine with you, Robin Aidair, 

I will drink wine with you, good rack and brandy 
doo, — 

By my ſhoull I'll be drunk with you, Robin 
Aidair. 

Come, let us drink about, Robin Aidair, 

Come, let us drink about, Robin Aidair, 

Come, let us drink about, and drink a hogſhead 
out, 


Q then we'll be drunk, no doubt, Robin Aidair. 


» 
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SONG. 


HEN fairies dance round on the graſs. 
Who revel all night in a roun', 


wW 


Then ſay, Will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 


Alone, by the light of the moon ? 


Then ſay, &c. 
Firſt ſwear you will never deceive 


The lais you have conquer d ſo ſoon, 

Nor leave a loft maiden to grieve, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 
"Pg. Nor leave, Kc. 


I fwear to be conſtant and true, 


Nor would I be falſe for a crown : 
I' meet you at twelve on the green, 

Alone by the light of the moon. 
The nightingale perch'd on the thorn, 

Enchants ev'ry ear with her ſong, 
And is glad on the abſence of morn, 

To ſalute the pale light of the moon. 

And ts, &c. 


How ſweet is the jeſſamin grove ! 


How ſweet are the roſes in June ! 


More ſweet is the language of love, 


Breath d forth by the light of the moon. 
B More ſweet, &. 


1 


Muſec is the Veice of Love: Bo 


8 fweet the minutes glide, F 

With tuneful Damond by my fide ; _ 
His ſongs delight the liſt'ning grove, y 
Tor muſic is the voice of love. 


When moon-beams glitter o'er the ſtream, 
How ſweet his ſong when love's the theme; | 
His plaintive notes the nymphs approve, 
For mulic is the voice of love. | 
For muſic, &c, 
| If other maids admire his lays, | 
While ſoft and ſweet he ſings my praiſe ; | | 
The tender tale I muſt approve, 
For mufic is the voice of love. 


For muſic, &cs 


Hark, forward away. 


ARK ! hark! from the woodlands the loud 
fwelling horn. | 
Invites to the ſport of the chace ; 4 
How ruddy, how bright, and how chearful the 1 
morn, 


How healthy and blooming each face. 
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Chorus. 
To the grove with Diana I'll haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delight of the morn ; a 
The hounds are all out, hark! hark! Pony, 
aways 


While echo replies to the horn. 


Cay health ſtill attends thro” the ſports of the 
field, 
O'er mountains and valley we'go ; 
The joys of the chace, health and pleafure can 
yield, 
No wiſhes beyond it we know. 
To the grove, &c, 


Our innocent paſtime each virgin may ſhare, | 
And the cenfure of envy defy ; 
While Cupid, ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 
Tie ä 
To the grove, &c. 


The Banks of Yarrow. 


HE morn was fair—ſoft was the air, 
All nature's fweets were ſpringing ; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were finging : 
When on the bent wi' blithe content, 
dane nds art 
2 


3 
Whate'er betide, I'll be his brides 
Upon the banks of Varrow. 
With him I'll ſtray, 
And fondly play 
Upon the banks of Yarrow. 


How ſweet his face, where ev'ry graces 
And manly beauty's planted ; 
His ſmiling cen, and comely mein, 
That nae perfection wanted ; 
I' never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my honny marrow, 
While his dear ſmiles all doubt beguiles, 
Upon the banks of Yarrow. 
O, Jem, if yon ſhou'd prove untrue, 
My ghaiſt would ſoon affright ye; 
But if you'er kind, wi' joyful mind 
I' ſtudy to delight ye: 
Our years around wi' love are crown d, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow; 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
Upon the banks of Yarrow. 
With him, e Ll 


To the Weavers gin ye go. 


MY bent was ance as blythe and fres 
As Simmer days were lang, 


But a bonie Weſtlin weaver lad 
Has gart me change wy lang, 


8 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 


(9.3 
Chorus. 
To the weaver's gin ye go, fair maids, 
To the weaver's gin ye go, 
I redd you gight, gang ne er at night, 
To the weaver's gin ye go. 
My mither ſent me to the town 
To warp a plaiden wab; 
But the weary, weary warpin o't, 
Has gart me ſigh and ſab. 
To the weaver's, &c. 


A bonie Weſtlin weaver lad 
Sat working at his loom: 
He took my heart as wi' a net 
In every knot and thrum. 
To the weaver's &c. 


I ſat beſide my warping-wheel, 
And ay I ca'd it roun'” ; 
But ev'ry ſhot, and ev'ry knot, 
My heart it gae a ftoun”. 
To the weavers, &c. 


The moon was finking in the weſt 

Wi' viſage pale and wan, 
As my bonie Weſtlin weaver lad 

Convoy d me thro? the glen. 

To the weaver's &c. 

But what was ſaid, or what was done, 

Shame fz me gin I tell ; | 

' "By 
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( 8 ) 
But oh! I fear the kintra ſoon 
Will ken as weel's myſell ! 


To the weaver's &c. 


Pam er young to marry yet. 
Am my mammy's ae bairn, 
Wi' unco folk I weary, Sir, 
And lying in a man's bed, 


I'm fley'd it make me irie, Sir. 


I'm ober young, I'm o'er young, 
I'm o'er young to marry yet; 
I'm o'er young, twad he a fin 

To take me frac my mammy yet. 


Hallowmaſs is come and gane, 
The nichts are lang in winter, Sir; 
And you an' I in ac bed, 

In trowth I dare na venture. Sir, 


I'm o'er young, &c. 


Tu' loud and ſhill the froſty wind 
Blaws thro' the laſtleſs timmer, Sir; 
But if you come this gate again, 
I'll aulder be gin Simmer, Sir. 


I'm o'er young, &c. 
Whiflle, an Dll come to you, my Lad. 


O Wulſüe, an” I'll come to you, my lad; 


O whattle, and Pl come to you, my lad: 
Though father and mither ſhou'd baith gae mad, 


O Whittle, and I'll come to you my lad. 


— 


— 


— 


— 


( 19 ) 
Come down the back flairs when ye come te 
court me : 
Come down the back ftairs when ye come t 
court me ; 
Come down the back ſtairs; and let nae body ſee ; 
Aud come as ye were na' coming to me. 
And come as ye were na' coming to me. 


The Highland Laſfe, O. 


NA gentle dames, tho' e er fac fair, 
Shall ever bejmy muſe's care; 

Their titles a* are empty ſhow ; 

Gi'e me my Highland laſſie, O. 


Chorus. 
Within the glen fo buſhy, O, 
Aboon the plain fac raſuy, O 
I ſet me down wi” tight gude will, 
To fing my Highland laffie, O. 


O were yon hills and vallies mine, 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine ! 
The world then the love ſhould know 
I bear my Highland laſſie, O. 

Within the glen, &c. 


But fickle fortune frowns on nie, 
And I maun croſs the raging fea ; 
But while my crimſon eurrents flow, 
I love my Highland laſſie, O. 
Within the glen, &c. 


( 20 ) 

Altho' thro? foreign climes I range, 
I know her heart will never change, 
For her boſoin burns with honour's glow, 
My faithful Highland laſſie, O. 

Within the glen, &c. 
For her I' dare the billow's roar ; 
For her IU trace a diſtant ſhore ; 
That Indian wealth may luftre throw 
Around my Highland laffie, O. 

Within the glen &c. 
She has my heart, ſhe has my hand, 
By tecret truth and honour's band ! 
Till the mortal ſtroke ſhall lay me low, 
I'm thine, my Highland laſſie, O. 


Farewell, the glen ſae buſhy, O! 
Farewell, the plain fac raſhy, O! 
To other lands I now muſt go 
To ling my Highland laſſie, O 


Contented I am. 


(CONTENTED I am, and contented I' be; 
Reſolv'd in this life to live happy and free, 
With the cares of the world I'm ſeldom per- 
plex'd, R 
I'm ſometimes uneaſy but never am vex d 


( 21 ) 


Some higher, ſome lower, I own there may be; 
But there's more who lives worſe than lives bets 
ter than me. 


My life is a compound of freedom and eaſe ; 

I go when I will, and return when I pleaſe ; 

I live above envy, alſo above ſtrife; 

And wiſh I had judgment to chooſe a good wiie ; 
I'm neither fo low nor fo high in degree, 

But ambition and want are both ſtrangers to me 


Did vou know how delightful my gay hours do 
18 

With my bottle before me, embrac'd by my — 

I'm happy while with her, contented alone, 

My wine is my kingdom, my cafk is my throne z 

My glaſs is the ſceptre by which I ſtall reign, 

And my whole privy council's a flaſk of cham- 
paign. 

When money comes in, I live till it's gane; 

Wnil I have it, quiet happy, contented with 
nane. 

Tf I lofs it at gaming, I think it but lent ; 

If I ſpend it genteelly, I'm always content: 

Thus in mirth and good humour my gay hours 
do paſs, 

Ann I was, 


18 


Willy was a wanton wag. 


V ILLY was a wanton Wag) 
The blytheſt lad that cer I faw, 


At bridals ſtill he bore the brag 
Ard carried ay he gree awa. 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And vow ! but Willy he was bra”, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a. 


He was a man without a clag, 

His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 

It was till hadden as a law, 

His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon ſhaw ; 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The fiend a ane amang them a”. 


And was not Willy well worth gow'd? 
He wan the love of great and ſma' ; 

For after he the bride bad kiſe'd, 

He kiſs'd the laſſes haleſale a. 

Sac merrily round the ring they row d, 
When by the hand he led them a ; 

And ſmack and ſmack on them beſtow'd, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. 


And was na” Willy z great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as e er was ſeen, 
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When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeer d where he had been? 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 
With bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are ſair : 
Gae ca” your bride and maidens in 
For Willy he dow do nac mair. 
Then reſt ye, Willy, I'll go out, 
And for a wee fill ap the ring; 
But ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fair, 
Say's, Weal's me on your bonny face; 
With bobbing, Willy's ſhanks are ſar, 
And I'm com'd out to fill his place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance; 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 

Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 

(OI Willy has a wanton leg :) 

For wi't he learns us a to ſteer, 

And formaſt ay bears up the ring : 

We will find nae fic dancing here, 

If we want Willy's wanton fling. 


The Wedding day. 
ONE night as young Colin lay mufing in bed, 
With a heart full of love. and a vapouriſh head, 


To wing the dull hours, and his ſorrows allay, 
Thus ſweetly he ſung of his wedding day | 


( 24 ) 
What would I give for a wedding day! 
' Who would not with for a wedding day! 
Wealth and ambition I'd toſs ye away, 
With all you can boaſt, for a wedding day. 


Should heaven bid my wiſhes with freedom im . 
plore, 

One bliſs for the anguiſh I ſuffer'd before, 

For Jeſſy, dear Jeſſy, alone would I pray, 

And graſp my whole wiſh on my wedding day. 
Bleſs*d be th* approach of my wedding day! 
Hail my dear nymph, and my wedding day! 
Earth, ſmile more verdant, and heaven ſhine 

more gay ! 
For happineſs dawns with my wedding day, 


But Luna, who equally ſovereign preſides, 

O'er the hearts ot the ladies, and flow of the tides, 

Unhappily changing, ſoon chang'd his wiſe's 
mind : 

O fate, could a wife prove fo conſtant and kind ! 

Why was I born to a wedding day! 
Curs'd, ever curs'd be my wedding day ! 
Colin, poor Colin thus changes his lay, 
And dates all his plagues from his wedding 

day. 


Ye Batchelors, warn'd by the ſhepherd's diſtreſs, 
Be taught from your freedom to meaſure your 
bleſs, 


I 


1 
J 


eſs, 


( 25 ) 
Nor fall to the witchcraft of beauty a prey, 
And blaſt all your joys on a wedding day. 
Horns are the gift of a wedding day, 
Want and a Scold erdwn a wedding day, 
Happy the gallant, who, wiſe when he may, 
Prefers a ſtout rope to a wedding day. 


Fuur-and-twenty Fiddlers. 


Jr OUR and rweaty fddters all in a row, 
Four and twenty fiddlers all in a row ; 
There was fiddle faddle fiddle, and my double 
damme ſemi quible, down below. 
It is my lady's holy day, therefore let us be merry. 
Four and twenty drummers all in a row: | 
There was hey rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fiddle 
faddle, &c. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all in a row, 

There was tantara rara, tantara rara, hey rub a 

Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 

There was ftab awl and cobler, and cobler and 
ſtab awl, tantarz rara, &. 


Four and twenty fencing maſters all in a row, 
There was puſh carte and tierce, down at heel, 
cut him acroſs, ſtab awl and cobler, &c. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 


There was, oh! d—n me kick him down ſtairs, 
e Fray 
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Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 


There was, Lord have mercy upon us! O d- 
me kick him down fairs, &c. 


Four and twenty tailors all in a row, 
One caught a louſe, another let it looſe, and a- 
nother cried, Knock him down with the gooſe, 


Lord have mercy upon us, &c 


Four and twenty barbers all in a row, 

There was bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, long 
queus, ſhave for a penny, oh d—n'd hard times, 
EF 
louſe, &c. 


Four and twenty quakery all in a row, 
There was Abraham begat Iſaac, and Iſaac be · 


. gat Jacob, and Jacob pevpled the twelve tribes 
of Iſrael ; with bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, 
long queus, ſhave for a penny, oh d—n'd hard 
times, two ruffles and ne'er a ſhirt, one caught 
a louſe, another let it looſe, and another cried, 
Knock him down with the gooſe, Lord have 
mercy upon us, Oh dn me knock him down 
ſtairs, paſh carte and teirce, down at heel, 
cut him acroſs, ſtab awl and cobler, and cobler 
and ſtab awl, tantararara, tantara rera, hey rub 
a tub, ho rub a tub, fiddle faddle fiddle, and 
my double damme ſemi quibble down below, 

I is my lady's holiday, therefore let us be merry, 


" a *% 
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S8 ON S. 


S angels, now protect me, 
Send me to the ſwain I love: | 
Cupid, with thy bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye powers above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair ; 
Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say 'tis for him I live ; 
O may the ſhepherd be fincere ! 
Thro' the ſhady grove I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night ; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my ſight. 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows hegſwore 
Can he forget me, 
Will he neglect me, 
Shall I never fee him more. 


Does he loye and yet farſake me ? 
To adrhire a nymph more fair? 
If "tis fo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 
Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelfhg, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue : 
The lark and philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid 4 world adieu. 
2 


( 28 ) 


The N U N. 
oy a laſs in her bloom at the age of nine» 


teen, 
Was ne'er fo diftireſs'd as of late I have been; 
I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 
But mether oft tells me, ſhe'll have me a Nun. 
But mother, &c. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to 
cry; 
With ways fo devout I'm not like to he won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun, 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and 
ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better to me I declare ; 
can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nay, beſides 'm too handſome, I think, for a 


Nun. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be lent to one cannot tell where ; 
To live or to die, in this caſe were all one, 


Nay, I fooner will die than be reckon'd a Nun, 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me fo, 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay No: 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be marry'd ia ſpite, that I mayn't be a Nun. 


«a. aa. ß ß ccc 
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Highland Queen, 


NO more my ſong ſhall be, ye fwains, 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow'ry plains z 

More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 

And Phoebus tunes the warbling lyre ; 

Divinely aided, thus I mean 

To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her, ſweet innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; 
From pride and affeRation free, - 

Alike ſhe ſmiles on you and me. 
The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
I do pronounce my Highland Queen. 
No ſordid wiſh, or trifling joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deftroy : 
Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luftre to the whole ; 
A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mein, 
All center itt my Highland Queen. 


How bleft that youth, whom gentle fate 
Has deftin'd for ſo fair a mate! 


Has all theſe wond”rous gifts in ſtore, 
And ach returning day brings more; 
No youth fo happy can be ſeen, 
Poſlefling thee, my * Queen, 

- 3 
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SONG. 


80 ME how my ſpindle I miſtaid, 
And loſt it underneath the graſs, 
Damon advancing, bow 'd his head, | 
And faid, What ſeek you, pretty laſs? 
A little love, but urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart, aud leads it far. 


"Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oak 
That I my fpindle lou juſt now. 

His knife then kindly Damon took, 
Aud trom the tree he cut a bough : 


A little love, &c. 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld ; 
He talk' af love, I leap'd for joy, 
For ah! wy heart did fondly yield. 
A little love, &c. 


S O N G 


| 8 would ye hope to pleaſe us, 


You muſt ev'ry humour try; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes tcaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soſt denials are but trials 

Of the heart we with to gain; 
Tho' we're ſny, and ſeem to fly, 
Jf you purſue, we fly in vain. 


EK 


The laſs of the Brook, 


ON a brook's grally brink in the willow's 
cool ſhade, 

The primroſes preſſing, reclin'd a fair maid ; 

She por'd o'er the ſtream that limp'd idly along, 

| Well pleas'd ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd her 

ſoft ſong : Well pleas'd, &c. 


Tho' the *ſquire's fine ſweet-heart ſhould look 
in the ſtream, 

If the cryſtal tc!ls truly, more comely I ſeem : 

What's the dazy, the peach, or the ſtrawberry 
dye ? | 

With white and red blooming, more comely 
am I? With white, &c. 


As oft thro” the church-yard on Sunday I tread, 
While gaping louts grinning o'er tomb-ſtones 
are ſpread, 
With raptures they praiſe me; I keep on my 
way, 
And, down looking, ſeem not to hear what they 
fay. And down, &c. 


Each kneeling ſwain lou1ly proteſts I am fair, 

Yet nane can delight me, till Strephon I hear: 

Speed your ſearch, ye ſhrill ſongſters, till Stre- 
phon ye ſee, 

Then tell him he's ſtay d for, he's ftay'd for by 
me. Then tell, &c. 


8 1 
SONG. 


Y Once was a maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
And as fickle as April weather, 
laid down without care, and I wak'd with re- 
| poſe, 
With a heart as light as a feather. 
With a heart, &c. 
I work'd with the girls, and I play'd with the 
men, 
I always was romping or ſpinning, 
And what if they pilfer'd a kiſs now and then, 
I hope twas not very great ſinning. 
I hope, &c, 


I wedded a huſband as young as myſelf, 
And for every frolick as willing, 
Together we laugh'd when we had any pelf, 
And we laugh'd when we had not a ſhilling. 
| And we, &c. 


He's gone to the wars, Heav'n ſend him a prize, 
For his pains he is welcome to ſpend it, 
My example I know is more merry than wiſe, 
Lord help me, I never ſhall mend it. 
Lord help, &. 
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My trim- built Wherry, 


HEN farewell, my trim- built wherry, 
Oars, and coat, and badge farewell; 


Never more at Chelſa ferry 
Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. 


But, to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
In the battle's heat I go: 

Where expoſed to every danger, 
Some friendly ball ſha!l lay me low. 


Then, may hap, when homeward ſteering, 
With the news my meſſmates come: 
Even you, my ſtory hearing, 
With a figh may cry-poor Tom! 


What will I do gin my Hoggie die? 


WET will I do g'1 my Hoggie die, 
My joy, my pride, my Hoggie, 
My only beaſt, I had nae mae, 

And vow but I was vogie? 


The lee-lang night we watch'd the fauld, 
Me and my faithfu' doggie; 

We heard nought but the roaring linn, 
Amang the braes ſac ſcroggie. 


But the houlet cry'd frac the Caſtle wa's 
The hlitter ſrae the boggie, 
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The tod reply'd upon the hill, 
I trembled for my hoggie. 


When day did daw, end cocks did ene 
The morning it was foggie; 

An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke, 

And maiſt has kill'd my hoggie. 


Jumpin Fobn. 


H daddie ſorbad, her minni forbady 
Forbidden ſhe wad na be: 

She wad na trow't the browft brew'd 

Wad taſte fac bitterlie. 


Chorus. 
The lang lad they ca Jumpin Joh 
Beguil'd the bonny laſſie, 
The lang lad they ca* Jumpin John 
Beguil'd the bonnie laſſie. 
A cow and a eanf, a yowe and a hawf, 
And thretty gude millins and three ; 
A vera gude tocher, a cotter-man's dochter, 
The lats wi” the bonnie black ce. 
The lang lad &c. 


The Duſty Miller. 
HX, the duſty miller 
And his duſly coat, 
He will win a ſhilling, 
Or he ſpend a groat. 
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Duſty was the coat, 
Duſty was the colour, 


Duſty was the kiſs 
That I got frac the miller, 


Hey, the duily miller, 
And his duſty ſack; 
Leeze me on the calling 
| Fills the duſty peck : 


Fills the duſty peck, 
Brings the duſty filler; 

] wad gie my coattie | 
For the duſty miller. 


S O N G. 


A of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove ; 

Oh ſend ſorae chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus in a ſecret friendly ſhade 
Tne penſive Caiia monrn'd ; 
While courteous Echo lent her aid, 


And ſigh for figh return'd, 
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When ſudden, Damon's well-known face, 
Each rifing fear difarms ; 

He cager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms. 


S ON G. 


1 Saw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 
With wings and bow, 
And aſpect mild, 
Who ſobb'd, and fgh'd, and pin'd, 
And begg'd I would ſome hoon beſtow 
On a pour little hoy ſtone blind. 


Not aware of the danger too ſoon I comply'd, 
For exuleing he cry'd, 

And drew from his quiver a dart ; 
My power you ſoon ſhall know, 
Then levell'd his bow, 

And wounded me right in the heart. 


3 ON G.— From Midas: 


GINCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me you jolly dog ; 
You can help to briag home harveſt, 
'Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall dauntily be fed ; 
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Bacon, beans, ſalt- beef, cabbages, 
Butter milk, and oaten-bread. 


Come, ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour's over, 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum-ſtrum. 


I ſtrike hands, I take your offer : 
Farther on I may fare worſe ; 
Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, 


Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 


S O N G. 


COME, ye party jangling ſwains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains, 
Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 


Chorus. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


Sprightly widows, come away ; 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 
Ever welcome, &. 


All the rip'ning ſun can bring 
Beauteous ſummer, 8 ſpring, 
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In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 
Ever welcome, &c. 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming ; 
Rage with party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome, &c. 


The Plughman. 


1 Ploughman is a bonny lad, 
LL His mind is ever true, lo, 

His garters knit below his knee, 
His bonnet it is blue, Io. 


Chorus. 
Then up wi't a“, my Ploughman lad, 
And hey, my merry ploughman ; 
Of a* the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the Ploughman. 


My Ploughman he cames hame at e'en, 
He's often wat and weary : 
Caſt off the wat, put on the dry, 
Up wi't 2 &c. 


I will waſh my Ploughman's hoſe, 
And I will drefs his o'crlay ; 


( 39) 
I will make my ploughman's bed. 
And chear him late and early. 
Up wi't a', &c. 


I bae been eaſt, I hae been weſt, 
I hae been at Saint Johnſton, 
The bonnieſt ſight chat e er I ſaw 
Was the Ploughman laddie dancin”, 
Up wi't, a“ &c. 


Shaw white ſtockings on his legs, 
Aud filler buckles glancin', 
A gude blue bonnet on his head, 
And O but he was handſome ! 
| Up w'it, a' &c. 
Commend me to the barn yard, 
And the corn mou, man ; 
I never gat my coggie fou 
Till I met wi” the Ploughman. 
Up wi't, a“ &c. 


Cauld Kail in Aberdeen. 
TT HERE's cauld kail in Aberdeen, 
And caſtocks in Stra-boggie ; 
Gin I hae but a bonny laſs, 
Ye're welcome to your cogie, 
And ye may fit up a' the night, 
And drink till it be braed day light; 
Gie me a laſs baith clean and tight, 


To dance the reel of hogie. 
D 3 
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In cotillons the French excel; 
John Bull, in countra-dances ; 

The Spaniards dance tandangos well, 
Mynheer an all'mande prances : 

In fourſome reels the Scots delight, 


The threeſome maiſt dance wond'rous light; 


But *twaſome ding a' out o' ſight, 

a to the reel of Bogic. 

Coma, lads, and view your partners well, 

Wale each a blithſom' rogie ; 

I'll tak* this laſſie to myſell, 

She ſcems ſae keen and vogie : 
Now piper lad, bang up the ſpring, 
Ihe countra faſhion is the thing, 

To prie their mou's eier wi begin 

To dance the reel of Bogie. 

Now ilka lad has got a laſs, 
Save von auld doited fogie, 
And ta'cn a fling upo' the graſs, 
As they do in Stra-bogie. 
Bt a the laſſes look ſae fain, 
We canna think ourſel's to hain ; 
For they maun hae their come again, 
To dance the reel of Bogie. 


Now a? the lads has done their beft, 
Like true men of Stra- bogie; 

We'll ftop a while, and tak” a reft, 
And tipple out a cogie. 


I: 
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Come now, my lads, and tak* your glaſs, 
And try ilk other to ſurpaſs, 
In wiſhing health to every laſs 
To dance the reel of Bogie. 


Red Hot Balls. 


WIEN Elliot commanded the fam'd Gibraltar, 
Whoſe courage, undaunted, no danger 
could alter, 
The Dons and the Monſieurs were ſoon made 
to faulter. 
Oh, the hot balls of old England ! 
And oh, the old Engliſh hot balls ! 
Crillon and his thouſands, when floating their 
thunder, 
Moſt vainly ſuppoſed to make Elliot kttock under ; 
But he tipp'd them hot balls, which excited 
their wonder: 


Oh, the hot balls, &c. 
Artois beheld, at a very great diſtance, 
The old Salamander's moſt noble reſiſtance, 
And ſwore the Infernals had lent him aſſiſtanc e: 
Oh, the hot balls, &c. 
When hurl'd from the rock, the balls pierc'd 
thro” the floats, 
And quickly illumin'd their boaſted gun-boats, 
What ſcreams of amazement were pour'd from 
their throats : 


'D 
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The few that ſurviv'd Elliot's famous hot balls, 

Stuan'd all his brave troops with their ſqueakings 
and ſqualls, 

And rapidly fled from old Gibby's ſtrong walls: 

Oh, the Lot balls, &c. 


The old Salamander may take his repoſc; 

The ſiege is now rais' d, and difpers'd are his foes; 

Ihe houſe of Bourbon are quite ſick of his blows - 
Oh the hot balls, Sc. 


May Elliot return! by his king be careſs'd! 
lay every true Briton a coward deteſt ! 
nd to captains, like Curtis, his thanks be ex- 
preſs'd ! 
Oh, the hot balls of Old Eng'and ! 
And oh, the old Engliſh hot balls! 


S O N G. 


PHE hounds are all out, and the morning does 
PEEP» 
Why, how now, you fluggardly fot ! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback are got, 
My brave boys! 
While we all we on horſcback are got. 


cannot get up, * the over · night's cup eV 
So terribly lies in my head IFN | 


n wite cries, My dear, do not rife,” 
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But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear hoy, 
But cuddle me lonyer in bed. 


Come, on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay; 
The cry of the hounds, and the ſiglit of the hare, 
Will chaſe all dull vapours away, 
My brave boys, 
Wi! chaſe all dull vapeurs away. 


Duet. — William and Phobe. 


William. 
VE kifs'd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd them as oſt, d'ye fee; 
But of all the fair maidens that dance on the 
green, 
The maid of the mill for me. 


Phebe. 


There's fifty young men have told me fine tales, 
And call'4 me the faireſt ſhe ; 
But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſport on the 
green, 
Young Harry's the lad for me. 


William. 
Her eyes are 2s black as the ſloe in the hedge, 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May; 
Iler teeth arc as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 
Her breath like the neu- made hay. 


( 44) 
Phehe. 
He's tall and he's ſtraight as the poplar tree; 
His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; 
He looks like a Iquire of high deyree, 
When dreſs'd in his Sunday's cloathes, 
The Traft. 
COME let's ha'e mair wine in; 
Bacchus hates rvpining, 
Venus loves nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free, 
Away with dull—here t'ye, Sir ; 
Ye'er miſtreſs, Robie, gie's her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure. 
Wha's belov'd by thee? 
Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 


Some angel ye wad ca“ her, 
And never wiſh ane brawer, 
If ye hareheaded ſaw her 
Kilted to the knee. 
Peggy a dainty laſs is. 
Come let's join our plaſſes, 
And refteſh our hauſes, 
With a health to the”. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in drinking, 
While we 'ith love and drinking, 
Give our cares the lie, 


J 
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The Bunny Scot-kan. 
FE gales, that gently wave the fer, 
And pleaſe the danny Boat- man, 
Bear me fra' hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot- man, 
In haly bands we join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate a large cſtate 
Retore a faithſu” lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highl:nd glens 
To herd the kid and goat, many 
E'er I cou'd tor fic littie ends 
Refule my bonne Scot-man. 
Vac worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
Tue | ale ungenerous faſhion 
Ira“ greedy yiews, 
T.ove's art to uſ:, 
Whi.' Arangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely you-t, 
Haſte to thy longing laſtie, 
Who panrs to preſe thy baum mouth, 


Aud in her boloin kautc the. 
Love g:*cs the word, 
"Chen hafte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty Boat-man, 
Waft o'er, wart o'er, 
Flac vonder ſhore, 
My bivth, my bonny Scot-man! 
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Jenny Nettles. 


0 Saw ye Jenny Nettles ; 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles ? 
Saw y+ Jenny Nettles 
Coming fra the market ? 
Wi' bag and baggage on her back, 
Her fer and hountith in her lap, 
Wi' bag and baggage on her backs 
Ard a babbie in her oxter ? 


met ayont the kairny, 

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nctiles, 
Singing till her bairny, 

Kotun Rattle's baſtard ; 

To fice the deo upoꝰ the ſtool, 
And ika ane that moeks her, 
She round about ſceks Robin out, 

To flap it in his oxter. 


Fy, fy ! Rebin Rattle, 
Robin Raft , Robin Rattle, 
Fry, fv! Robin Rattle, 
Uſe Jerny Nettles kindly ; 
Score out the blaine, and ſhun the ſhame, 
Ard without mair debate o't, N 
Tak' hame your wean, make Jenny faing 
Tuc lecl and leeſome gate c't. 


—— 


At 


If 
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Airs in the Suatikocxk. 
Air.—Mr; Martyr. 
SINcE love is the plan, 


I'll love, if I can— 
Attend, and I'll tell you what fort of a man; 
In addreſs how compleat, 
And in dreſs fpruce and neat, 
No matter how tall, fo he's over five feet; 
Not dull, nor too witty, 
His eyes I'll think pretty, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


In a ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs a hob-nob, 

Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne er rob; 
Tho' gentle he be, 
His man he ſhall ſee, 

Yer never be conquer'd by any but me, 
This, this is my fancy; 
If ſuch a man can ſee, 


I'm his, if he's mine; until then, I'll be free. 


Air — Ir, Baniſter. 


Deareſt youth, why thus away, 
And leave me here a-mourning ! 

Ceaſeleſs tears, while thou'rt away, 
Muſt flow for thy returning. 
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Winding brooks, if by your ſide 
My carelets Pat is ſtraying, 
Gently murmur, ſoftly chide, 
And fay or hun I'm ftaying. 


Meads and groves I've rambled o'er, 
In vain, de:r youth, to find thee : 
Come, ah! come, and part no more, 
To leave thy love behind thee. 

On yon hill I'll fit til! night, 
My careful watch ſtill keeping 
But if he does not bleſs my fight, 
I'll lay me down a-weeping. 


Air. UH. Edwin. 


The' late T was plump, round, and jolly, 
Tho' now I'm as flim as a rod; 
Oh ! love 1s the cauſe of my folly, 
I toon ſhall lie under a fed. 
Sing natherum doodle, 
N agetty tragedy rum, 
My d:dtherum doodle, 
Fidgetty nidgitty mum. 


Dear Shelah, then why do you flout me, 
A lad that's face ccyſe and warm; 
With ev'ry thing handſome about me, 
A cabbin, and ſnug little farm. 
Sing natherum dcodle, &c. 
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What tho” I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber aitend ; 
On Sunday I ride 6n my poney, 
And ftill have a bit for a friend. 
Sing natherum doodle, &c. 


The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove; 
Oh! all this courting confounds me, 

T look, and I think of my love. 

Sing didtherum, &c. 


A favourite Scots Song. 


HEN lav'rocks ſweet, and yellow broom 
Perfume the banks of Twwce?, 

Blithe Nancy boaſts a ſweeter bloom, 

Her charms a!l charms exceed. 
Gang o'cr the merry fields of hay, 

Cry'd love-ſick Jockey, wi' a ſigh; 
And u ha ſae faft, fae young and gay, 

Cou'sd fic a handſome lad deny? 


In Sandy's cheek the white and red, 
Like roſe and lily join“: 

For him each laſſie hung her head, 
For her each laddie pin'd. 

Gang o'er the merry ſiclds of hay, 
Wi' me, my deareſt laſs, he'd cry; 

And wha ſae ſaft, fac young, and gay, 
Cou'd fic a e a deny ? 
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He gang'd cler fields and broomy land. 
Till mither "gan to chide ; 

Then Sandy preſe'd her lily hand, 
And aſk'd her for his bride: 

Then oer the merry fields of hay, 
Said fe, my deareſt lad, we'll hie; 

For wha ſae ſaft, ſae young and gay, 
Cou'd ſic a handſome lad deny? 


Favourite Vauxhall Ballad. 


TR ruddy morn blink'd o'er the brae, 
As blithe Igang'd to milk my kine; 

When near the winding burn of Tay, 
WY bonny gait, and twa black een, 

A Highiand lad ſae kind me tent, 
Saying—Sonfy laſs, how's a“ wi' you? 

Shall I your pail tak” ger the bent? 
"T'was—Yes, kind Sir, and I thank you tos, 


Again he met me i' the e'en, 
As I was linkan o'er the lee, 
To join the dance upon the green, 
And faid—Blitke laſs, I'ſe gang wi' thee. 
Sac braw he look dei“ th' Highland gear, 
His tactan plaid, his bonnet blue; 
My heart ſtraight whiſper'd in my car— 
Say, Yes, kind Sir, and I thank you too. 


We danc'd until the gleaming moon 
Gave nctice that *twas time to part; 
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1 thought the reel was o'er too ſoon; 

For, ah ! the lad had ſtawn my heart. 
He ſaw me hame accroſs the plain, 

Then kiſs'd ſae ſweet, I vow "is true, 
That when he aſk'd to kiſs again, 

"T was—Yes, kind Sir, and I thank you too. 


Crown bauld, he preſs'd to ſlay the night, 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto his breaſt ; 
Jiowt, lad ! my mither ſair would flyte, 
Gin that I grant wi'out the prieſt. 
Gang firſt fore kim, git ye be lee), 
I kenright what I then maun do, 
For aſk to kiſs me when you will, 
'T will be- Les, love, and I thauk you too, 


New Jockey. 


Y ladilie is gane far away o'er the plain, 
While in ſorrow behind I am torc'd to re- 
main. | 

Though blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

Tho?” trees are in blofſom, and ſweet blows the 
thorn ; 

No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 

There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's a- 
way ; 

Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ſtrain, 

Haſte, haſte, my dear 2 to me back again. 

Bo 


FI 


Wlen lads and their laſſes are on the green 
met, 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and they 
chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
can't without envy their merr:ment fee ; 
Thoſe pattimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not 
there, 
No pleafure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 
It makes me to figh, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
Le promus'd ke would in a ſortaight be here; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

For love, my dtar Jockey, to Jenny will haſte ; 


Then faicwell cach care, and adicu each vain 
ſigh, 


WH.&!] then be fo H:f: or fo hæpry ae I! 
Pl; ſing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
Wain Jockey returns to my aris back again. 


Auld Robin Grov, 


* HEM the fieep are in the ſaud, and the 
ky at hame, 


And a' the warld to fee dre gene, 

Ihe waes of my heart fa's s in ſnowers frae my 
ee”, 

When mv guidman lyes ſound by me, 
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Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he ſought me 
for his bride, | 
But ſaving a crown he had nacthing beſide : 
To make that crown a pound my Jamie went to 
ſea, | 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He hadna been awa' a week but only twa, 

When my mither ſhe tell ill, and the cow was 
Ntow'n awa”; 

My father brake his arm, and my Jamie went 
to ſea, 

And auld Robin Gray came a courting me. 


My father cou'dna* work, and my mither 
con'dna” ſpin, | 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I cou'dna” 
win ; 
Auld Robin maintain'd them baith, and, wi? 
tears in his ce”, 
Said, Jenny, for their fakes, O marry me. 
My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a 
wreck ; 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna' Jenny die, 
And why do I live to cry, Waes me! 


Auld Robin argu'd fair, tho' my mither didna* 


ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to 
break: 
E 3 
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So they gied lim my hand, though my heart 2 
was in the fea, | 

And auld Robiu Gray is guidm.an to me. | 1 
I hadna” been a wife a week hut only four, F 

When, litting ſae mournſully at the door, 

I faw my Ja:nic's wreath, but I didna” think J 
it he, 


Tul he faid, I'm come back for to m:rry thee. 


O ir did we greet, and muckle did we ſay, 
We took but ac' kilb, and we tore ourſelves a- 


way. | 4 
| wiſh I were dead, but I'm not like to die, 
And why do I live to ſay, Wacs me! I 
gang like a gaiſt, and I carena* to ſpin, 0 


T darena' think on Jamie for that wou'd be a fin; 
But I'll do my beſt a good wife to be, 


For auld Robin Gray is kind to me. 8 
The Death of Auld Rabin Gray, and Ja- f 
mie ' return. 1 

1 * ſummer it was imiling, all nature roung 
a was gay, | 
When Jenny was attenèing on auld Robin 
- Jy; 
For he was ſick at heart, and had nae friend be- 

fide, A 


But only me, poor Jenny, w ko newly was lis bride, 
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Ah! Jenny, I ſhall die, he cry'd, as ſure as 1 
had barth ; 

Then ſee my poor old banes, I pray, laid into 
the earth; 

And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemonth 
and a day, 

Aud I will leave whate'er belongs to auld Ro- 
bin Gray. 


I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I 
cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very 
good ; 
I took my rock into my hand, and in my cot I 
ſigh'd, 
Oh, wae's me, what ſhall I do, ſince poor auld 
Robin dicd. 


Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there's 
nane like me ſorlorn, 

I'm ready een to ban the day that ever I was 
born; | | 
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah! he is gone 

away, 
My father's dead, my mother's dead, and cke 


auld Robin Gray. 


I roſe up with the morning ſun, and ſpun 
till ſetting day, x 
And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd 
for Robin Gray: 


1 
1 did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant 


too; 
Let every one example take, and Jenny's plan 
purſue. 


I thought that Jamie he was dead, or he to me 
was loſt, 

And all my fond and youthful love entirely it 
was croſt : h 

] try'd to ſing, I try'd to laugh, and paſs the 
time away, 

For I kad ne'er a friend alive ſince dy d auld Ro- 
bin Gray. 


At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'd- 

na gueſs the cauſe ; 

But Rodney was the man, they ſaid, that gain'd 
ſo much applauſe: 

I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to 
me, 

And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and ſaid, It is 
for thee ; 


Auld Robin Gray I find is dead, and fill your 
heart is true, 

Then take me. Jenny, to your arms, and I will 
be ſo too. 

Meſs John fhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be 
blithe and gay ; 

I bluſh'd, conſented, and reply'd, Adieu to Ro- 
bin Gray. 


ö 
On 


(IF 3 
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N Teeſe's ſweet banks I fat with my Molly, 

So chearful, ſo charming, ſo frolic and free; 
Away, gloomy care, ſaid I, hence melancholy, 
Nor think-of attending on Molly and me. 
The ſun to old ocean was ſlowly deſcending, 
The ſhepherd his flocks on the wild heath at- 

tending, 
Tie plowman ſweet whiſtiing his wy homes» 

ward bending, 
And carcleſs gazing on Molly and me. 


The innocent milk-maid was tripping ſo 

neatly, 

And calling her kine o'er the ſweet-ſcented lee: 

The thruſh and the blackbird were ſinging full 
ſweetly, 

And chanting their carrols to Molly and me. 

The daiſy, the pink, and the vi'lets ſweet bloom- 
ing, 

The — and woodbine the thicket per- 


fuming, 


| Sweet Philomel ſadly ner wild notes reſuming, 
Bleſt ſcene of retirement for Molly and ine 


Poſſeſs d of my Molly, falſe fortune defying, 
From ſorrow, from care, and anxiety free; 
The darts of old Time o'er our heads widely 


flying, 


What pair are fo happy as Molly and me ? 
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Dear ſcenes of contentment! for ever inviting, 
New pleaſures, new beauties, for ever delightng 
With mutual affection each other requting, 
Say, who are ſo happy as Molly and me ? 


Benny Laſs tye in a Barrack. 


0 Bonny laſs, will you lye in a barrak, 

And marry a ſoger, and carry his wallet ? 
Yes, I will go, and think no more on it, 

Pl marry my Harty, and carry his wallet ; 


I]! neither afk leave of my minnie nor daddie, 


But off and away with my ſoger laddie: 


O bonnv laſs, will you go to a campaigning? 
Will you ſuffer the hardſhips of battle and fa- 
mine? 
When fainting and bleeding, O cou'd you draw 
near me? 


And kindly ſupport me, and tenderly chear me 


O, ves, I will go, though theſe evils you men- 
tion, 
And twenty times more, :f you had the inven- 
tion; 
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarm me, 
While I have my ſoldier, my deareſt, to charm 
me. 


I, gin ye Ve me, tell me now. 
Ha'e laid a herring in fa”*, 
Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 


ie, 
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dae brew'd a forpet o* ma't; 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo. 
T ha'e a ca'f will ſoon be a cow, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
I ha'e a pig will ſoon be a ſow, 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo. 


Pve a houſe on yonder muir, 
Laſs gin ye lo'e me tell me now, 
Three ſparrows may dance upon the floor, 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo. 
T ha'e a butt, and I ha'e a ben, 
Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now, 
T ha'e three chickens and a fat hen, 
An I canna come ony mair to. woo. 


ve a hen wi a happity leg, 

Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now, 
Which ilka day lays me an egg, 

An' I «anna come ilka day to woo 
I ha'e a kebbuck upon my ſhelf, 

Laſs, gin ye lo'e me, tak' me now, 
I downa eat it a myſelf, 

An' I winna come ony mair to woo 


The Miller's Wedding. 


E neighbours, your work, and to ſport 

and to play ; 

Let the tabour ftrike up, and the village be gay, 
Let the tabour, &c. 
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No day through the year ſhall more chearful be v 
ſcen, 
For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green. 
For Ralph, &c. 
Chorus. 
I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy as we? 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take 
a bride, . 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ; 
My body is ſtout, and my heart is as ſound, 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 
ground. 
I love Sue, &c. 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed; 
Such finging and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we feal with a kiſs. 

I love Sue, &c. 


Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your 
beaus. | 
Nor bounces, nor flutters, nor wears your fine 
cloathes, 5 
In nothing he'll follow from folks of high life, 
Nor ne'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
I love Sue, &c. h 
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While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but 
hes ſtill, 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
love Sue, &c. 


Tullochgorum. 
IWritten by a Clergyman at Aberdeen. 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And roſet weel your fiddle-flicks, 
But baniſb vile Italian tricks 
Frae out your quorum, 
Nor fortes aui pianos mi x, 
Cic's Tullochgorum. R. Ferguſon. 
COME, gic's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 
And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
What ſignifies't for folks to chide 
For what's been done before them ? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To drop their whipmegmornm. 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirth and glee. 
And chearfu* fing alang wi” me 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us a' in ane unite, 
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And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite; 
In conſcience I abhor him. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we's be a, 
To mak' a chearfu' quorum. 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
And dance, till we be like to fa”, 
The reel ef Tullochgorum. 


There needs na” be ſae great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 

I wadna' gi'e our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'em. 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

Wi' a' their variorum. 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegros, and a' the ret, 
They cannot pleaſe a Highland tate, 
Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum. 


Let warldly minds themſelves opprefs 
Wi' fear of want, and double cefs, 
And filly ſauls themſelves diftreſs 

Wi' keeping up decorum. 
Shall we fac ſour and ſulky fit, 


Sour and ſulky, four and fulk v, 45 
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Stall we face four and ſulky ſit, 
Like auld Philcfophorum ? 
Shall we ſae four and ſulky fit, 
Wi' neither ſente, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna' riſe to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May choiceſt bleffings ſtill attend 
Lach honeſt-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
Be a* that's good before him ! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 9 
Peace and plenty, peace and pler ty, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And dainties a great ftore o em! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, . 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ! 
And may he never want a groat | 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
| Who wants to be oppreffion's tool, | 
. May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 
And blackeſt tends devour him! 
May dole and forrow be his chance, 
Dole and forrow, Cole and forrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And honeſt fouls abhor him! 
May dole and forrow be his chance, 


And à the ills that come frae France, 
F 3 
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Whae'er he be that winna* dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum ! 


The Happy Pair. 


HO bleſt has my time been ? what joys have 
I known, 


Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own? 

So joyful my heart is, fo eaſy my chain, 

That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often 
we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play : 
How pleaſing their ſport is ! the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me. 


To try her ſweet temper, oft-times am I 
ſeen 

In revels all day with the nymphs on the green: 

Tho” painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 

And meets me at night with complacence and 
ſmiles. 


What tho” on her cheeks the re ſe loſes its hue, 
Her wit and good-humour blooms all the year 
through : 
Time ftill as he flies adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what ſhe heals from her 
youth, 


( 
k 
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Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to en- 


ſnare, 
And cheat, with falſe vows, the{too-credulous 
fair; 


In ſearch of true pleafure, how vainly you roam, 
To hold it for lite, you muſt find it at home. 


9 ON G. 


Written by Mr Pepe, but not publiſhed in his 
Works. 


A Y, Phœbe, why is gentle love 
A ſtranger to that mind, 
Which pity and efteem can move, 
| Which can be juſt and kind? 


Is it becauſe you fear to prove 
The 1!ls that love moleſt, | 
The jealous cares, the ſighs that move 
The captivated breaſt ? 


Alas ! by ſome degrees of wo 
We ev'ry bliſs obtain; 

That heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never felt a pain. 


The Sailors Farewell. 


THE topſail ſhivers in the wind, 
The ſhip r ſea; 
3 
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But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd by thee : 
For tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter, when we're fail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 

No gallant failor ever fail'd, 
If Cupid fill'd his fails : 

Thou art the compaſs of my foul, 

Which fteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 

More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſailors of the Britiſh fleet 

Are lovers, and not ſlaves: 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho* we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares ; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'rs of France and Spain. 

Now Britain's glory reſts with you, 

Our ſails are full--{weet girls, adieu! 


Banks of the Dee. 
With additions by a Lady. 
WAS Summer, and ſoftly the breezes were 
blowing, 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſang from the tree, 


Bi 
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At the foot of a rock, where the river was flow- 
ing, 
I fat myſcit don on the banks of the Dee. 
Fivw on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river, 
Thy banks” pureſt {ſtreams ſhall be dear to me 
ever ; 
For there I firſt gain'd the aſſection and favour 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus 
mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 
And ah! there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, helpleſs youth ! o'er the rude roaring 
billows, 
The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows ; 
And left me to ſtray *mongft the once-loved wit 
los, 
The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


But time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet 
reſtore him; 


Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 

And when he returns, with ſuch care I'll watch 
o'er him, 

He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. 

The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beautics difplay- 


Ing, 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be feen play - 
ing; 
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While I with my Jamie am careleſsly ſtraying, 
And tafting again all the ſweets of the Dee, 


Thus ſung the fair maid on the banks of the 
river, 
And ſweetly re- echo'd each neighbouring tree. 
But now all theſe hopes muſt evaniſh for ever, 
Since Jamie ſhall ne'er ſee the banks of the Dee. 
On a foreign ſhore the ſweet youth lay dying, 
In a foreign grave his body's now lying: 


White friends and acquaintance in Scotland are 


crying 
For Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dec. 


Miſhap on the hand by which he was wounded, 
Miſhap on the wars that call'd him away 
From a circle of friends, by which he was ſur- 
rounded, 

Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day. 
Oh! poor hapleſs maid, who mourns diſcon- 
tented | 

The loſs of a lover fo juſtly lamented ; 
By time, only time, can her grief be contented, 
And all her dull hours become chearful and gay. 


Twas honour and bravery made him leave her 
mourning, 
From unjuſt rebellion his country to free: 
He left her in hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee, 
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For this he deſpis'd all dangers and perils; 

"Twas thus he eſpous'd Britannia's quarrels, 

That when he came home he might crown ker 
with laurels, 


The happieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious, 

Tho' dreadful the thought muſt be unto me; 

He fell, like brave Wolte, when the troops were 
victorious, | 

Sure each tender heart muſt hewail the decree : 

Yet tho” he is gone, the once faithful lover, 

And all our fine ſchemes of true happinefs over, 

No doubt, he implored bis pity and favour, 

For me he had left on the banks of the Dee. 


S. 0 N00. 


N! ſend me Lewis Gordon kame, 
And tie Lad I dare nct name; 


Alcho' his back be at the wa', 
Here's to kim that's tar awa'. 
Hech hey ! my Highlandman, 
My handſome charming High iandman ; 
Well wou'd I my true love ken 
Among ten thouſand Highlanctnen, 


Oh! to ſce bis tartan-trews, 
Bonnet blue, and laigh-herl'd ſhoes, 
Philibeg aboon his knee, 
And that's the Lad that I'll go wi”. 
Hech hey, &., 


670 
This lovely Lad I now do fing 
Is fitted for to be a king; 
For on his breaſt he wears a ſtar, 


You'd take him for the god of war. 
Hech hey, c. 


Oh ! to ſee this princely One 

Seated on a royal throne; 

Our griefs wou'd then a' diſappear, 

We's celebrate the jub'lce year. 
Hech hey, &c. 


S O N G. 


12 Valentine's day, when bright Pheœbut 
ſhone clear, 
I] had not been hunting for more than a year, | 
Alco, talco, &c. | 
I mounted black Sloven, o'cr the road made him 
bound, 
For I heard hounds challenge, and horns ſweet- 
ly ſound, 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 


Hallo, into covert, old Anthony cries ; 

No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, Sir, he ſpies, 
Taleo, &c. 

This being the fignal, he then crack'd his whipy 

Talco was the word, and away he did leap, 
Taleo, &c. 
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Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a 
pin, 
He ſprung at the drain, but his horſe tumbl'd in, 
Taleo, &c. 
And as he crept out, why, he ſpy'd the old ren, 
With his tongue hanging out, ſtealing home to 
his den, 


Taleo, &c, 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good 


As ever broke covert, or daſh'd through the wood, 
Taleo, &c. 

Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cry, 
Taleo, &c. 


The hounds they bad run twenty miles now or 
more, 

Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and ſwore, 
Taleo, &c. 

But Reynard being ſpent, ſoon muſt give up the 
ghoſt, 

Which will heighten our joys when we came to 

each toaſt, 

Taleo, &c. 


The day's ſport being over, the horns we will 
ſound, 

To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 
Taleo, &c. 


| 
| 
| 

il 
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Ro fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully drink 


To the honeſt true ſportiman who never will l wu 
fhrink, A 
'Talec, &c. 
The Count ry IPeddin C. N. 
18 haſte to the wedding, ye friends and 
. ye neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay : 
Forget all your forrcws, your cares, and your la- : 
bours, | B 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to day. An 
Ye votarics all attend to my call, 4 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy ; Tt 
Come, ſce rural felicity, a 
Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy. Wh: 
Come ſec, &c. = 
Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, | 
Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the | An 
| great; : ; Zach 
g To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, Whil, 
But leave them alone to the wife ones of ſtate. p 
We boaſt of no wealth butcontentment an Behol, 
kealth, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments wm 
employ. 


| 
' 
| 


Come ſee, &c. 


138 
With reaſon we taſte of each heart · ſlirring plea- 
ſure; 
With reaſon we drink of the full- flowing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will inſlave the free ſoul, 
Then come at our bidding to this happy 
wedding, 
No care ſhall obtrude here our bliſs to annoy, 
| Come ſee, &c. 


A Hunting Song. 


Ber Phœbus has mounted the chariot of 
day, | 

And the horns and the hounds call each ſports- 
man away ; 

Throꝰ wonds and thro” meadows with ſpecd now 
they bound, 

While health, rofy health, is in exerciſe frond, 

Hark away is the word, to the ſound of the 

horn, 


And echo, blythe echo, makes jovial the morn. 


| Each hill and each valley is lovely to view, 

While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick pur- 
ſue ; 

Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading 

| plain 

While the * opening pack purſue her amain, 

Hark away, &c, 


G 
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At length puſs is caught, and lies panting for 


breath, 


And the ſhout of the huntſman's the fignal of 


death ; 


No joys can delight like the ſports of the fieid, 
To hunting all paſtimes and pleaſures muſk 
yield. Hark away, &c, 


The Buſh aboon T raquair. 


EAR re, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 


I'll tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho? thus 1 languiſh, and complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheaded never move her, 
The banny buſi aboon Traquazr, 
Was where I firſt cid love her, 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieft lad, 
So ſweetly there ta find her, 
I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that 1 thought tender ; 
If more there paſs d I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful fless the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

e' er we meet, ſhe hows diſdain 
She looks as ne'cr acquainted, 


3 
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The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember, 

Put now her frowns make it decay ; 
It tades as in December. 


Ye rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhculd Peggy grieve me? 
Oh, make ker partner in my pains; 
Then let her tmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſhon no more tender; 
Il leave the buſh aboon Traguair, 
To lonely wilds If] wander, 


Sau ye Johnnie cummin quo ſhe. 


8 AW ye John” *z cummin ? quo' ſhe, 
Saw ye Johnfie cummin, 
O ſaw ye Johnnie cummin ? quo” ſe 
Saw ye Johnnie cumin ? 
Wy his blue honnet on his head, 
And his dog gie runnin, quo? the ; 
And his doggie runnin ? 
Fee him, father, fee him, quo” ſhe, 
Fee him, father, fee him : 
For he is a gallant lad, 
And a well doin ; 
And a the wark about the houſe 
Gaes wi” me when I ſee him, quo” ſhe z 
Wy me when ce him. 
G 2 
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What will I do wi' him huſly ? 
What will I do wi” him? 

He's ne'er a ſark upon his back, 
And I ha'e nane to gie him. 

I ha'e twa farks into my kiſt, 
And ane o' them I'll gi'e him, 

And for a mark of mair fee 
Dinna ſtand wi' him, quo” ſhe : 
Dinna ſtand wi' him. 


For well do I lo'e him, quo* ſhe ; 
Well do I lo'e him; 

O fee him, father, fee him, quo ſhe ; 
Fee him, father, fee him; 

He'll had the plough, thraſh in the barn, 
And lie wi” me at c'en, quo the - 
Lic wi' me at e'cn, 


S ON G. 


F.C » ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and 
kind 

H:s often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 

I think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive, 

But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution be- 
lieve. 


He brought me this roſe that you fee in my 
breaſt, - 


Is begg d me to take it, and figh'd out the reſt, 
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I could not do leſs than the favour receive, 
And he thinks it now I really believe. 


This flow ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you, 


How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the 


view 3 
*T would fade, if not pluck'd as your ſenſe muſt 
conceive, 


I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends ; if they ſtray from the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain ; 

Then begs a dear kiſs for his labour Ill give, 
And I nc'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe z 
And tell me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve : 


Then he ſwears that ke loves me, which I reals 
ly believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die, 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him I really believe. 


S.O NG. 


RELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won z 

Belixxe my vows to you fincere, 

Or, P eggyY, I'm _— 


3 


S 


„ 
You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ery face that's new, 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
Ine'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye; 
And then it kindlcd in a trice, 

A flame that ne'er can die. 


Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true; 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ac'er lov'd one like you. 


The Magpic. 


6800 people, draw near, 
A ſtory to hear, 

A ſtory both pleaſant and true ; 
Which happen'd af late, 
And's not out of date, 

Jam going to tell it to you. 


There was an old cobler, 

Who ſoal'd ſhoes at Hublee, 

And lav'd the juice of good barley ; 
And of.* with his wife, | 
As dcar as his life, : 

When drunk, he delighted to pazley, 
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This cobler, tl. ey fav, 
Being drunk 6n a dar, 
His wife gan to murmur and chat 
This cobler, they ſay, 
Did thraſh her that day, 
And cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 


He had a magpie, 
That was very fly, 

And uſed to mutter aud prate; 
Who toon got the tone, 
Before it was long, 

Ot, What a pox wad ye be at? 


And this Mappie, 
Who was ſo very fly, 
Ouce into a meeting-houſe gat; 
And as the old parton 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 


The parſon ſurpriz'd, 
Did lift up his eyes: 
% Now help us, pray Father, in need; 
For Satan I fear 
Does viſit us here, 
So help us, pray Father, with ſoeed. 


The parton again 
Began to expiain 


To thoſe around Lim that fat; 


680) 
Put maꝑpie indeed 
Flew over his head, 4 
And cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 


Then the parſon did ſkip 

Five yards at a leap, | 
From his pulpit quite down to the floor; 

And left every tint 

Quite ready to taint, 
Leaping out of the meeting-houſe door. 


So ſome without hats, 
And ſome without hoods, 
Then out of tbe meeting-houſe gat; 


| And magpie hop'd after, | 7 
4 Which cauſed much laughter, ! 
| Crymg, What a pox wad ye be at? | C 


Then a ſanctiſted foul, 
Who thought to controul, | 


Looking magpie quite full in the face, H 
Said, Satan how dare 
You thus to 2ppear | A 


In this our ſanctuy'd place? 


— 


But maꝑpie he pranc d, 
He ſkipp'd and he danc'd, 
And out of the meeting-houſe gat; 
And ai: the way long 
He kept up his :0ng, | 
Of, What a pex wad ye be at } A. 


| 
| 


All are tun'd ta Love. 


H' love ly ſhine the riſing morn. 
Bedeck'd with rich array, 

Whilſt ſparkling dew-drops from the thorn 
Hang glitt'ring on the ſpray. 


The birds enliv ning carrols ſing 
In ev'ry ficld and grove, 

Their notes all hail the welcome Springy 
And all are tun'd to love. 


Then come, my Damon, haſte away, 
For thee bloom «© vy'ry lower; 
Oh! come, my love, while chearful May 
Bed. my humble 1 ow'r, 
The birds, &c. 


Here ſweeteſt woaline form a ſhade, 
Wild daiſics deck che ground; 
A ſu cet retreat by uature made, 
And all is peace arcond. 
The birds, &c. 


Hark ! forward, my Boys, 


ARE! forward, my boys, 
| While the chace now employs, 
And the hare or the hart is in views 


( 82 ) 


Over mountains and dales, 
Over ditches or pales, 
Awav, let let us beldly purſue, 
Tantaron, tantaron, tantara, 
T antaron, tantaron, tantara, &c, 
Orer mountains and dales, 
Orer ditches or pales, 
Our courſe let us boldly purſue, 


Over buſhes and brakes, 
Thro' rivers and lakes, 
As ficet as the wind ſee we paſs; 
Thus our days ever gay, 
We drive ſorrow away, 
Aud cach ev'ning is crown'd with the glaſs, 
Tantaron, &c. 


Then follow the chace 
Mich the hounds in full pace, 
Twill enliven the blood in each vein; 
Then with wine, wit, and love, 
Ev'ry cv'ning improve, 
Till the ſummit of joy you obtain, 
Tantaron, &c, 


S O N G. 


W. you knelt at my feet, 
And you kiſs'd me fo ſweet, 


What was I to think or to do? 


( 83 ) 
With joy and with pain, 
I faw my dear ſwain. 
On! I had not been in love but for you, 


Was it worth ſo much art, 
To win a poor heart, 
And leave its young owner to grieve ; 
Tho' a dupe to vour charms, | 
I am fate from your arms, 
And the tongue that was made to deceive. 


Get you gone, you falſe lout, 
For your tricks are found out; 
Be hooted for this off the plain : 
May the nymph ne*'cr be true 
Wao is courted by you; 
May you love—and be lov'd not again, 


The chaice of three Lovers. 


IE choice of three lovers I have, to be ſure, 
One is rich, one is handſome, and one very 
3 

This is old— this is young—the other half way; 
One is wiſe, one is witty, and oue is yea nay, 


Love lives not with poverty oft I've been told, 
Nor can it with. age, tho' ſurrounded with gold; 
The handſome and witty are each fond of ſelf, 
80 I'll ncither chuſe poverty, beauty, ner pelf. 
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64 
But give me the man who is Heſt with good ſenſe; 
The raptures of life are ſtill flowing from thence, 
Tho' plain in his perſon, not rich, nor yet poor, 
I'll give him my hand, ftill to love and adore. 


Fil dreſs me in ſmiles and good-humour each days 

Or yrieve when he grieves, and be gay when he's 
Cay, 

With the fondeſt affection attend him thro' life, 

And prove by example what is a good wife. 


IS O N S. 
ILT ſoft pretty things, both by night and 
by day, 


Was it not your fond cuſtom to promiſe and ſay ? 
You preſt me, 
Careſt me; 
I hardly was able to anſwer you, Nay. 
But then yon could go, and to others be kind, 
Try to bring other maidens as much to your 
mind, 
Careſt them, 
And preſs'd them; 


I ſaw not your falſc hood, for love made me blind. 


But now al! my fondneſs is turn'd into hate, 
J will have my revenge, you ſhall feel tis from 
Kate ; 
I'll haunt ye, 
To daunt ye; 
May horns and ſuſpicion thro' life be your fate! 


( 5 ) 
The ſad cauſe of my pain. 
Fon the brook and the willow forſaking the 
plain; 
Voung Celia came mournfully ſpeaking her pain, 
Soft zephyrs and willow, kind brook lend yotir 
aid, 
Regard the complaint of a wretched fond maid. 
To the willow, the willow complain, 
While echo repeats the cauſe of my pain. 


If the man that I love ſhould here chance to ſte: y, 
In murmuring ſounds let the brooks foftly ſay, 
For you ev'ry ſhepherd ſhe us'd with «lifdain ; 
But Strephon, alas! is a falſe-hearte(! ſwain. 
To the willow, &c. | 


For the ſake of the nymph whom your wit did 
enſnare, 
Add a tear to the brook, add a ſigh to the ar; 
But if your hard heart doth releatieſs remain, 
May you love as I love, and like me love in vain. 
To the willow, &c. 


SONG. 


GOFTLY ſound the martial trumpet, 
Now the din of war is oer; 
Peace, fair maid, prepares a banquet, 
Laurell'd heroes pant no more. 


A calm retreat, where myrtles twine, 
With moſſy roſe, ME woodbine, 
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Shall recompence your toil and care, 


You've ſheath'd the ſword, now guard the fair. 


Give me m y Heart back again. 


W HEN dewy morn on moon-beams bright 
Invites our nymphs to fport and play; 


To me their ſongs give no delight, 
Love tunes my fad and mournful lay : 
And all the day long 
I ſing this ſad ſong, 
Return to my arms, my dear ſwain ; 
O love bring him here, 
To baniih my care, 
Or—give me my heart back again. 


He promis'd he ſoon wou'd return, 
While tender fighs beſpake his truth ; 
Yet ill my Jemmy do I mourn, 
I fill lament the abſent vouth. 
And all the day long, &c. 


Thus Jenny ſung among the broom, 
Where lift 'ning ſtood ber eonflant ſwain; 
The lad came forth, ſhe ken'd him ſoon, 
And carroll'd ſweet her alter ſtrain ; 
Now all the day long 
Love and joy claim my ſong, 
For Jemmy once more chears our plain; 
Fond love bring him here, 
To baniſh my care, 
Not to—give me my heart back again. 


I 
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Molly of the Mill. 


LET poets praiſe the flow ry mead, 
The moſs-clad hill, the dale; 

The ſhepherd piping on his reed, 
The maid with milking pail ; 

The lark that foars on pinions high, 
Or ſweetly-purling r:i!, 

While I breathe forth a tender figh 
For Molly of the Mill. 


In vain to fing her charms I try, 
And all her beauties trace ; 
Such hrilliancy informs ler eye, 

Such excellence her face ; 
Her eaſy ſhape, engaging air, 
My breaſt with tranſports fill, 
No nymph fo pleaſing, or fo fair 
As Molly of the Mill. 


"Tis not her perſon charms alone, 
The beauties of her mind; 
Wit, ſenſe, and ſentiment, we own, 
In her are all combiu'd; | 
Such is the nymph who ſways my heart, 
And makes my boſom thrill, 
Adorn'd by nature more than art, 
Sweet Mully of the Mill. 


— — — 
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The Topſailt. 


f How filor boldly plows the deep, 
And roams from ſhore to ſhore, 


And when the landſman's faſt aſleep. 
Ilears ſtormy billows roar ; 

Yet in the midft of dangers round, 

His thoughts to love are conſtant found, 


When I remark'd the ſlars at night, | 
Within my mind it came, 
My Jenny, at that moment, might 

Per! aps have done the ſame ; 
Then home my thoughts would fly once more, 
And tancy former bliſs reſtore. 


—— ny 31 — 


When wounded in the battle's rage, 
And all was war and ſtrife, 

Suse only did my cheuglits engage, 
And make me wiſh for life; 

For it Pm kiit'd, I oft did cry, 

I kwow my conftant girl will die. 


Labour in vain, 


IN ſeareh of ſome lambs from my flock that 
had ſtray d, 
Cne May morn l roam'd cer the plain: 
Bit, alas! after all the inquiries I raade, 
I jound it was labour in vain. 


( 8 ) 
Then vex'd, and fatigu'd, I reclin'd on the ſhade, 
And fung how young Colin the ſwain, 
My love to obtain with eudcarment aſſay d, 
But he figh'd, and he ſooth'd me in vain. 


Ah! me, ſilly fool, (thus I chid my fond heart) 
Who could let him unpitied complain, 

And ſuffer a bolom untainted with art 
To deſpair, and to labour in vain. 


From the copſe full of rapture my Colin fl-w 
lizht, 
Where he lurk'd, and had heard my fond 
rain; 
Now, now (ſaid he) Pheœbe, my paiſion requite, 
And no more let me labour in vain. 
A bluſh gave my hand and my heart to the 
youth, 
While he thank'd me and thank'd me again, 
And now to deny a return to his truth, 
Lackaday ! it were labour in vain. 


SONG. 
DP you ſee e ex a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſs 


this way, 
Crown'd with myrtle, and all the gay verdure of 
May ? 
'Tis my ſhepherd, oh! bring him once more to 
my eyes! 
From his Lucy, in ſearch of new pleaſures, he 
flies; H 


(903 
All day have I travell'd and toil'd o'er the plaing 


In purtut of a rebel that's ſcare worth my pains, 
In purſuit of a rebel that's ſcare worth my pains. 


Take care, maids, take care, when he flatters 


and ſwears, 


How you truſt your own eyes, or believe your 


own ears ; 

Like thꝭ role-bud in June ev”ry hand they'll invites 

But wound the kind heart, like the thorn out of 
light ; 

And, 'rutt me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, 

Sci End lim a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 
her pains. She'll find him, &c. 


Three mcnths at my feet did he languiſh and ſigh, 

Fre he g:in'd a kind look, or a tender reply; 

Love, khcnour, and truth, were the themes that 
he ſung, 

And he ſwore that his heart was a-kin to his 
tongue : 

Too ſc on 1 oeliev't, and reply'd to his ſtrains, 

And gave h:m, too frankly, my heart for his 
Pains. And gave him, &c. 


The tr fle once gain'd, like a child at his play, 

Soon the wanton grew weary, and threw it a- 
v ay: 

Now cloy'd with my love, from my arms hs 
does fly, 

In ſearch c? another as filly as I; 


1 
But, truſt me, whoe er my falſe ſhepherd detains 
She'll find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 


her pains. She'll find &c. 
Beware, all ye nymphs, how you ſocthe the fond 
flame, 


And believe me in time, all the ſex are the ſame; 

Like Strephon, from beauty to beauty will range, 

Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change; 

And do all we can, ſtill this maxim remains, 

The man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
our pains, 

The man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
OUT pains. 


The Feather'd Song ſters. 


= gay feather'd ſongſters were ſtraining 
their throats, 


Engaging my ear with their pretty wild notes, 
When, lo! from the grove did ſweet echo convey 
A found that was ſofter and ſweeter than they. 


The voice was ſo perfect, ſo charming the ſtrain, 
It ſtruck me at once both with pleaſure and pain: 
The birds were enchanted, around her they flew, 
And the longer ſhe warbl'd the fonder they grew. 


The Love-fick Maid. 
YOUNG Phillis one morning a-maying would 
= © 
When SOTO, along the greea meads to and 
8 : 


1 
In vain did the cowſlip her fair hand invite, 
Nor daifics nor daffodils gave her delight; 
Her heart withthe throbbings of paſſion did move, 
Each bird on the fpray could have told her 'twas 
love, Each bird, &c. 


At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by a brook, 
Where Strephon the ſhepherd was bating his 
hook; 
Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain, 
His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain; 
The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, 
And he, wicked rogue, thought that Phillis 
would love. 


Howe'er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 

"Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 
breaſt; 

Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 

Which Strephon percei“ d, and began to adore ; 

He kaclt at her feet, with a garland he wove, 

And Phillis conſcnted to make him ker love. 


The Miller's Wedding-day. 


HF. my lads, your laſſes bring, 
Lead the dance, and form the ring; 
Let the flowing bowl go round, 
And our ſocial mirth abound. 
Let the fluwing, &c, 
Cheartul dance, and fing, and play, 


*Tis the Miller's wedding-day. 
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Come, and in our pleaſure ſhare, 
Baniſh ev'ry gloomy care; 
Now enjoy the jocund hour, 
While the ſeaſon's in our power, 


Great ones proudly boaſt their wealth, 
We poſſeſs content and health ; 
Free from envy, hate, and ftrife, 
Tafte the rural ſweets of life. 


Hark, the merry bells ring round, 
Foot it to the lively ſound ; 
Griſt and Sal each bliſs betide, 


Happy bridegroom, happy bride. 
The Tankard of Ale. 


| drunk, nor yet ſober, but brother tg 
both, 
I met with a man upon Ayleſbury Vale, 
I'faw in his face that he was in good caſe 
id amp croton dork 
Fal lal, &c. 


There's the hedger that works in the ditches all 
day, 
And labours fo hard alſo at the plough-tail, 
He will talk about things, about princes and kings, 
When once he ſhakes hands with a tankard of ale 
Fal lal, &c. 
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There's the beggar that begs from door to door 
And has f:arce got a rag to cover her tail, 
She's as merry iu rags as a miſer with bags, 


Wien once ſhe ſhakes hands with a tankard of 


ale. Fal lal, &c. 
There's the widow who buried her huſband of 
late, 


Has ſcargcly forgot how to weep or to wall; 

But thinks ev'ry day ten till he's marry*4 again, 

When once ſhe ſhakes hands with a tankard of 
ale. Fal lal, &c. 


There's the old parſon's clerk, whoſe eyes are 
ſo dark, 

Ani the letter fo ſmall, that he ſcarcely can tell; 

But he can tell ev'ry letter, and ſing a ſong bet- 


ter, i 
Whence once he ſhakes hands with a tankard of 
ale. Fal lal, &c. 


From wrangling and jangling, or all other ſtrife, 
Or any thing eiſe that may happen to fail, 
From words come to blows, and we make bloody 


noſe, 
But friends again over a tankard of ale. 
Fal lal, &c. 
Katharine Ogi. 


A® walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 


e 
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While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my braing 
From flow'rs which grew fo rarely; 

I chane'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd tho” it was foggy ; 

I] aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 


I ſinod a while, and did admire, 
To fee a nymph ſo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country maid fo neatly : 
Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſpla) d, 
Like 2 lilie in a bogie ; 


Tho” thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; 

Thy handſome air and gracefu* look 
Far excels any clownilh rogie ; 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain, 
To feed my flock beſide thee ! 

At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 

I'd think myſelf the happieſt man, 
Wich Kate, my club, and dogie, 
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Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Opie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmen's dang”rous ſtations : 
F'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
Fd ſmile at conqu”ring nations: 
Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs 
This lafs of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are toys, and till look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me to fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my dave * 
That are both dark and fogie: I " 
Pity my caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 
Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 


Jockey to the Fair. 


WP WAS on the morn of ſweet Mav-Cay, 
When nature painted all things gay, 


Taught birds to ſing, and lambs to play, 
And gild the meadows fair ; 
Young Jockey early in the morn 
Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn ; 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 
Witch Jockey to the fair. 
Far Jenny had vow d, . 
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The chearful pariſh bells had rung, 
With eager ſteps they trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 

Which ſhepherds us'd to wear; 
He tapt the window, IIaſte, my dear ; 
Jenny, impatient, ery'd, Who's there? 
Tis I, my love, and no one near, 
Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 

With Jockey to the fair. 

Step gently down, &c. 


My dad and mammy's faſt aſleep, 
My brother's up, and with the ſheep ; 
And will you ſtill your promiſe keep, 

Which I have heard you ſwear ? 
And will yau ever conſtant prove ? 
I will, by all the pow'rs above, 
And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
Diſpel thoſe doubts, and haſte, my love, 

With Jockey to the fair. 

Diſpel thoſe doubts, &c. 

Behold the ring ! the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride? 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 

And Hymen meet us there: 
Then Jockey did his vaws renew, 
He wou'd be conſtant, wou'd be true, 
His word was pledg'd, away ſhe flew, 
With cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 

With Jockey to the fair. 

With cowflips tipt, &c. 
1 
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In raptures meet the joyful train, 
Their gay companions blithe and young, 
Each join the dance, each join the throngy 

To hail the happy pair; 
In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny run away 

With Jockey to the fair. 

When lovely Jenny, &c. 


Sweet Willy O. 


2 pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O. 


The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy Os 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did fweet Willy O, 
He ſung it, &c. 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd c'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O 


All nature obey'd him Ie ſweet Willy O, 
All nature, &c. 

Wherever he came, 

Whatever had name, 
Whenever he ſung, follow d ſweet Willy O. 


ki 
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He would be a ſoldier the ſweet Willy O, 
He would, &c. 

When arm'd in the ficid 

With ſword and with ſbield, 
The laure! was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them whileliving the ſweet Willy O, 
He charm'd, &. 

And when Willy dy'd, 

*I was nature that figh'd, 
To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


The Linnets, 


A bringing home the other day 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 

Tue pretty warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again. 

Unherdtul of their plaintive notes, 
i ſang acroſs the mead ; 

In vain they tun'd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing through the tufted grove 
Near which my cottage ftood, 

I thought I faw the queen of love 
When Chlora's charms I view'd. 

I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay 
To hear my tender tale ; 


Put all in vain, ſhe fled away, 


Nor could my _——— 
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Soon thro” the wound which love had made 
Came pity to my breaſt ; 

And thus I, as compaſſion bade, 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 

4 Ye little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew : 

For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more cavght than you.” 


The It 2 


WIEN the trees are all bare, nct a leaf to be 
ſcen, 
And the meadows their beauty have luſt; 
When nature's diff ob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt; 
While the peafant inactive ſtands ſuiv'ring witk 
cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow: 
When the innocent flocks run (or eaſe to the fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow : 


In the yard whilethe cattle are fod . ſer'd with ſtraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſtream; 
And theneat- locking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt tha 
Flcaks of ice which ſhe finds in her cream: 
When the fweet couutry maidcn, as freih as the 
rote, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſlides, 
And the ruſtics loud laugh, if by falling ſhe lows 
All the charms that hes modeſty hides: 
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When the bitds to the barn - door hover for food, 
As with ſilence they reſt on the ſpray ; 

And the poor tired hate in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her cauſe ſhould betray. 

When the lads and the laſſes, in company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met, 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat : 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
Whilſt the icicies hang from the eves of my cote, 

I may thither in ſafety retire. 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſur- 
pt iſe, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure, 
Nor fegl any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


There's my thumb Tl ner beguile thee. 


BTT, early gone a- maying, 

Met her lover, Willie, ſtraying; 
Drift or chance, no matter whether; 
Thus, we know, he reaſon'd with her: 
Mark, dear maid, the turtles cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing ; 

See how ev'ry buſh diſcovers 
Happy pairs of feather 18 
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See the op'ning bluſhing roſes 
Each its ſecret charms diſcloſes ! 
$w-et's the time, ah! ſhort's the meaſure ! 
O their flecting haſty pleaſure ! 


= Quickly we maſt fnatch the favour 


Of their ſoft and fragrant flavour ; 
They bloom to-day, they fade to-morrow, 
Droop their heads, and die in ſorrow. 


Time, my Beſs, will leave no traces 
Of thoſe beauties, of thoſe graces : 
Youth and love forbid our ſtaying, 
Love and youth abbor delaying. 
Deareſt maid, nay, do not fly me. 
Let your pride no more deny me: 
Never doubt your faithful Willie ; 
There's my thumb, I'll nc'er beguile thee, 


Allan Water. 


WHAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie! 

On her ten thouſand graces wait, 

Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 

She tet each youthfu' heart on fire; 
Each nymph does o her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kindles new defire, 
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This lovely darling, deareſt care, 
This new delizht, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
A' day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before het ; 
A' night, when fhe nac mair is feen, 
In bliſsſul dreams they ſtill adore her, 


Am ang the crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 

His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
Wi' ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 

Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye ? 
Alas! your love mann be deny'd, 

This deftin'd breaſt can uc'er relieve ye. 


Young Damon came, with Cupid's art, 
His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ſtaw awa' my virgin-heart ; 
Ceale, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plains the nymphs are many ; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie, 


N 
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A favourite Song. 
By a Lady. 
WIr not, ye ſtreams of gentle Tay; 
Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks ſae honny |! 
Though wars kave call'4 my love away, 
Heav'n will protect my faithful Johnny, 
Twas fame that urg'd him to the field, 
*Twas fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 
Pleas'd I furvey'd the glitt'ring ſhield, 
But ah! how much our parting grieves me! 


Let dad and fretful mother ſcold, 

And for ſome richer laird deſign me; 
Yet neither pow'r, nor pomp, nor gold, 

From youthful Johnny ſhall incline me. 
"Twas fame, &c, 
What's wealth compar'd to him I love ? 

To him for ever tond to plraſe me? 
The live-lang day beneath the grove 

To kils, to clap, to bleſs, and ſqueeze me? 

"Twas fame, &c, 


Weep not, ye fireams of filyer Tay; 

Nor mourn, ye flow'ry banks, ſae bonny ; 
Though arms allur'd my love away, 

Heav'n will return unhurt my Johnny. 
*T was fame that urg'd him to the ficld, 

"T was fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 
Pleas'd I furvey'd the glitt'ring ſhictd, 

But ah! how much our parting grieves me! 


E 
Turniniſpide. 


ERSELL pe Highland ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothel prig, man; 
An' mony alterations feen 
Amang te Lallant Whig, man. 
Fal lal, &#, 


Firſt when her to the Lallands came 
Nainicli was troving cows, man, 
There was nae laws about him's nerſe, 

Apout te breeks or tews, man. 


Nainſell did wear the philapeg, 
The plaid piickt on her ſhoulder; 
The gude claymore hung pe her pelt, 
An' piſtol ſharg'd wi' pouter. 


But tevil tak” t'eſe curſed prteks, 
Wherem her nerſe be lockit; 
Ohon ! that e'er ſhe ſaw the ray, 
For a' her houghs pe prokit. 


Every t'ing in te Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration ; 

Te ſodger twall at our toor ſheek, 
An' t'at's te great vexation. 


Scotlant pe turn't an Fnglant now, 
Put laws pring on te cadzer ; 

Nainſell wad duck her for her deeds, 
But oh! the fears te ſodger. 
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Anither !aw came after that, 
Me never faw te like, man: 
They mak' a lang road on te crund, 
An' ca” him turnimſpike, man. 


An' vow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
5 Like Louden corn-rigs, man; 
Where twa carts may gang on her, 
An' no preak ithers legs, man. 


hey ſharge a penny for ilka horſe, 
In troth fhe*!l no pe ſheaper, 

For nought put gaun wpo' te grund, 
An' they gi'e me a paper. 


They tak' te horſe t'en py te head, 


I te!l't them that I ſcen te day 
She had nae fc command, man. 


An' pay him what hims like, man: 
Vi} ſee a ſhugement on his toor, 
Tat filthy turuimſpike, man. 


But I'll awa' to the Highland hills, 


Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 
An no come near her turnimſpike, 


Paleſs it pe to purn her. 


Pr ——— =} 


An' t'ere they mak” him Rand, man; 


Nae doubt Nainſell moun traw her purſe, 
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SONG. 
Tune, Duſty Night. 
Wurx firſt a maid within her breaſt 
Perceives the ſubtile flame, 
She finds a ſomething break her reſt, 


Yet knows not whence it came. 
A huſband tis ſhe wants, 


Now riper grown, at ſight of man 
Her ſwelling boſom glows : 
Old maids, may ſay, the ſex trepan, 
But Mifs much better knows 
A huſband 'tis ſhe wants. 


If pale and wan the drooping fair 
Seems ſinking in her grave; 
In vain is medicinal care, 
'Tis this alone can fave, 
A huſband tis I mean. 


Let maidens ſtale their doctrine preach, 
Gainſt what like us they love; 
For truſt me they the ſame would teach, 


It they the ſame could have. 
A huſband *tis I mean, 


Then on, dear girls, and boldly prove 
There's truth in what I fay : 
Let Hymen take the torch of love, 
And gild each happy day. 
A huſband tis I mean. 


„ 


He winna do for me, 


OUN G Sandy woc's me e'er and late, 
And tells a canty tale; 


But I maun bid him gang his gate, 
For he cou'd ne'cr prevail. 

His perſon I do not deſpiſe, 
It comely is to fee ; 

Yet ah! his heart I cannot prize, 
He winna do fer me. 


No moral gude is in his mind, 
For ſtill he jokes away; 
And ev'cy virtue he can find, 
He ſports with aye the day: 
He ſings and dances very neat, 
No lad more blithe than he ; 
But yet his mind is not complete, 
He winna do for me. 


My Jamie is a bonny lad, 
And :$m things aye true; 
Where'er he comes he makes all glad, 


He is ſo bright to view: 
But if he faulter in his vows, 


And ſhould prove falſe to me, 
I'll fing my ſong, and milk my ewes, 
He winna do for me. 
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Scant of Love, awant of Love. 
By a. Lady. 


Gb IE auld man he courted me, 
Scant of love, want of love; 
The auld man he courted me, 
Thoughtleſs as am; 
And I for the ſake of pelf, 
Yielded to give myſelf 
To the cauld arms of 
The lilly auld man. 


The auld man did marry me, 

Scant of love, want of love, a 
The auld man did marry me, 

Wanton as Iam; 
The auld man did marry me, 

And home did carry me: 


Never, never while you live 
Wed an auld man. 


The auld man and I went to hed, 
Scant of love, want of love; 
The auld man and I went to bed, 

Handſome as I am : 
The auld man and I went to bed, 
But he neither did nor ſaid, 
What brides expect, when laid 


By a gudeman. | 
The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 
Scant of love, want 2 5 | 
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The au!d man ſoon fell aſleep, 
Left meas I am; 

The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 
Think you that I woutd weep ? 

Na—but I ſtraight did creep 
To a young man ; 


Where ] lay all the night, 
No ſcant, no want of love; 

Were ] lav all the night, 
Who ſo happy then? 

W here I lay all the niglit, 

In raptures and delight ; 

So ſhould all young wives treat 
Fumbling auld men. 


Highland March. 


N the garb of old Gaul, wi? the fre of old R-me 
From the heath-cover*d mountains of Scotia 


we come, 


Where the Romans endeavour' d our country to 


gain, 


But our anceſtors fought, and they ſought not in 


vain. 


Such our love of liberty, our country, and our 


laws, 


That, like our anceſtors of old, we ſtand by ſete · 


dom's cauſc; 
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We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for hon 
our and applauſe, 

And defy the French, with all their art, to 
alter our laws, 


No eTeminate cuſtoms our ſinews unbrace, 
No luxurious tables enervate our race; 
Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial 
ſtrain, 
So we do the old Scottiſh valour retain, 
Such our love, &c. 


We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 
Are ſwift as the roe which the kind doth aſſail: 
As the- full moon in autumn cur ſhields do ap- 
pear, f 
Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear. 
Such our love, &c. 


As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 
So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our fors ; 
We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 
Daſh the force of our foes with our thundering 
ſtrokes. Such our love, &c. 


Quehec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 
In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance; 
But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 

Their courage did fail, and they ſu'd for a truce, 


Such our love, &c. 
K 2 
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In cur realm may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce in- 
creaſe, 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 
That our friends ſtill prove true, aud our beau- 
ties prove kind ; 
Then we'll defend our liberty, our — 
and our laws, 
And teach our late poſterity to fight in free- 
dom'scauſe, . 
That they, like our anceſtors bold, for honour 
and applauſe, 
May deſy the. French and Spaniards to alter 
__ our laws, 


Fir the Love of Jean. 


OCEEY ſaid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a fit, quoth Jeany, for my tocher good, 
For my tocher good, I winna marry thee ; 
Lens ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let it be, 


I ha'e gowd and gear, I ha'e land enough, 
T ha'e ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, 2nd linkan o'cr the lee, 
And gin ye winna tak' me, I can let ye be. 


I ha'e 2 good ha'-houſe, a barn and a byre, 
A peat ſtack fore the door, will make a rantin 


pre; 
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Fl make a rantin' fire, and merry ſall we be, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


But Jeany ſaid to Jockey, Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye fall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſell: 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie tree ; 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


Maggie's Tocher. 


HE meal was dear ſhort ſyvne, 
We buckPd us a' the gither; 

And Maggie was in her prime, 

When Willie made courtſhip till he?. 
T wa piſtols, charg'd begueſs, 

To gi'e the courting-ſhot ; 
And ſyne came ben the laſs 

W.' {wats drawn frae the butt. 
He firſt ſpeir'd at the guidman, 

And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An' ye wad gie's a bit land. 

We'd buckle us e' en the gither. 


My dochter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gre ye her by the hand; 
But I'll part wi' my wife, by my fac, 
Or I part wi' my land, 
Your tocher it fall be good, 
There's nane fall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crummie wha * her flaik 3 
3 
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i' an auld bedding o' claiths, 

Was left me by my mither, 
They re jet- black o'er wi” fleas, 

Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, 

But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' mudeſty, 

Gia ye'll not quat your land, 
We are but yeuny, ye ken, 

And now we're gaun the gither, 
A houſe is but and ben, 

And Crum mic will want her fother, 
The bairns are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their mither ! 
We” ave nouther pat nor pan, 

But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that you needna fear, 
T wa good ſgilts to the picug i, 
And ye youriell maun teer : 
Ye (all ha'e twa good pocks, 
That ance were o' the tweel, 
The t'ane to ha'd the groats, 
The ither to ha'd the meal: 
Wi' an auld kiſt made o' wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 
An tat may ha'd your tocher. 
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Confider wee), guidman, 
We h.'e but borrou'd gear, 
The horte that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilton's mare; 
The ſaddle's nane o' my ain, 
And thae's but burrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 
] maun tak” to my coots ; 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look fac croule ; 
Cone, fill us a coguec of ſwats, 
We'll mak' nac mair toom rouſe. 


T like you weel, young lad, 
For telling me fac plain; 
I marry'd when little I had 
O gear that was my ain. 
But ſin' chat things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come forth, 
Thouga a' the gear ſhe'll ha'e 
Till be but little worth, 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither; 
Content am I, quo' ſhe, | 
E'cn gar the hiſſie come hicher 


The bri-l- ſhe gae'd to her bed, 
The hr:degroom he came till her; 
The {id.Uer crap in at the fit, 
And they cuddl'd it a” the gicher. 


2 7 


OO ———œ1— — —V24—!‚ ‚ 4 ——ũ——̃ 2 ä 
4 — - . N 


1 
| 
| 
| 
ji 
1 
| 


1 
Magey Lauder. 


IHA wadna be in love 
Wi' bonny Maggy Lauder? 
A piper met her gaun to Fife, 


And ſpeir'd what was't they ca'd her? 


Right ſcornfully ſhe anſwer'd him, 
Begone ye halianihaker, 

Jog on your gate, ye Bladderſkate, 
My name is Maggie Lauder. 


Maggie, quoth he, and by my bags, 
I'm fidging fain to fee thee ; 
Sit down Þy me, my bonny bird, 
In troth I winna ſteer thee ; 
For I'm a piper to my trade, 
My nare is Rob the Ranter; 
The laſſes loup as they were daft, 
When I blow up my chanter. 


Piper, quoth Meg, hae ye your bags, 
Or is your drone in order? 

If ye be Rob, I've heard of you, 
Live ye upo' the border? 

The laſſes a', baith far and near, 
Have heard of Rob the Ranter ; 
Fll ſhake my foot wi' right good will 
Gif ye'll blaw up your chanter. 


Then to his bags he flew wi” ſpeed, 
About the drone he twilled ; 
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Meg up, and wa'lop'd o'er the green, 
For brawly could ſhe friſk it: 

Weel dene, quoth he, play up, quoth fe, 
Weel bobb't, quot Rob the Ra iter, 

Tis worth my wnile to play indeed, 
When I get lic a dancer. 


Weel ha'e you play'd your part, quoth Meg, 
Your cheeks are like the crin fon : 
There's nan: in Scotland plays lac weel, 
Since we loft Ilabby Simion. 
I've liv'd in File, baith maid and wic, 
Thele ten vears and a quarter; | 
Gin ye ſnould come to Euter fair, 
Spier ye for May gy Lauder. 


For the Sure of S:1eoody, 


IR the ſaks of ſomebody: 
For the fake of loꝛneboc'y, 

I cou'd wake a v en 

For the ſahg of jomelniy, 
Jam gawn to teck a u ite, 

lam gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
T have three Pane of woo; 

Caring, 25 tay Guu,hter re? Iv; 

For the (ak, &. 

Beſſy, laſſie, ſay't thyfe l, 

Tho” thy Came he ill to fhow, 
Firſt we'!! buckle, then we'll eh 

Lt her Byte, and ſyne come to; 
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What ſign iſies a mither's gloom, 
When love and kiſſes come in play ? 
Shou'd we wither in our Elora, 
And in Summer mak” rac hay? 
Fer the inke, &e. 


She, —Porny lad, I carena by 
Tro” I try my luck wi” thee, 
Since ye are content to tye — 
The ha't mark bridal-band wi* me; 
I*il itn hame, and waſh my lect, 
And {teal on linens fair and ciean, 
Syne at the tryſting-place we'll meet, 
To do but what my dame has done. 
For the ſake, &c. 


He. Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in fic a heartſome gait, 
It me frae a' my care relieves, 
And doubts that gart me aft look blate; 
Then let us gang and get the grace; 
For they that have an appetite 
Should eat, and lovers Hound embrace: 
If theſe be fu'ts, is nature's wy te. 
| For the ſuke, &c. 


IWidew, are ye Toakting ? 


Vha's that at my chamber-door. 
% Fair widow, arc ye waking ?*? 


Sa 
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Au'd carl, your ſuit give o'er. 
Your love Iyes 4” in ta'king. 

Gi'e me a lad that's young and tight. 
Sweet life an April meadow ; 

"Tis fic as he can bleſs the fight 
And bolom of a widow. 


« O widow, wilt thou let me in! 
&« I'm pawky, wile, and thrifty, 
& And come of a right gentle kin; 
& I'm little ma'r than fifty.“ 
Daft carle, dit your mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 
Or gentle born ye be ?-—hut, youth, 
In lote ye're but a gawky. 


6 Then, wiclow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 
© That powerfully plead clinkan ; 

«© Ard if they fail, my mouth Fll fteek, 
&« And nae mair love will think on.” 

Thete court, indeed, I maun confeſs, 
think they mak” you young, Sir, 

And ten times hetter can expreſs 
Affection, than your tongue, Sir. 


The Highland Lafe. 


£ fe Lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour, and unco ſaucy ; 
dae proud, they never can be kind, 


Like my good humour'd Lighland laſſie, 
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O my bonny Higbland lz ſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling Highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth ſtill bieſs my laſſie. 
Than ony lafs in burr>ws-town, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 
I'd tak my Katy but a gown, 
Bare-footed in her little cottie, 
O my bonny, &c, - 
Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whenc'er I kifs and court my dautie, 
Happy and blithe as ane wad wiſh, ls 
My tlight'ren heart gangs piitic pattie, 
O my Donny, &c. T 
Oer higheſt heath'ry hills I'll ſten, C 
K 


With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 


To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. * 
O my bonny, &c. ö Bi 
There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word N II 
»Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 0 
Mile I can weild my truſty ſword, O 
Or frae my ſide whiſk out a whinger. A 
O my bonny, &c. | v 

The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berrics ripe, invite my treaſure ITI 
To range with me; let great fou k gloom, Ye 


While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. 


Ne 
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O my bonny Highland laſſic. 

My lovely ſmiling Higliland laſNe, 
May never care make hee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth {till bleſs my laſſie, 


Friendſbip.— By Ar Pipe. 


— world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip - a jewel we ſeldom can 

meet; 

How ſtrange does it ſ em, that in ſearching a- 
round, 

This ſource of content i {o rare to be found! 

O Friendſhip! thou balm and rich tweetner of 
life, 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 

Without thee, alas! what are riches and power, 

But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour: 


How rich to be priz'd and efteem'| is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 

Our jovs, when extended, will always increaſe, 

And griets when divided are huſh'd into peace: 

When Fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will 
appears 

Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere ; 

Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſ- 
tre ts, 

No longer to court you ay eagerly preſs, 
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In the Waterman. 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young water» 
A ms, 
Who at Black- friars bridge uſed to ply ? 

He £ ather*' his oars with ſuch {kill and dexterity, 
Winning vach heart, and delighting each eye: 
He look'd fo neat, and row'd © ſleadily, 

The maidens all flock'd in his boat fo readily ; 
Aud ke cy'd the young rogues with ſo charming 

an air, 
Tuat this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his 
wherry, 
"Twas clean'd out fo neat, and fo painted 
withal ! 
He was always frf oars, when the fine city ladies 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 
And oftentimes would they be giggling and leer - 
ing, 

But 'twas all one to Tom, their giving and jcer- 
ing ; 

For loving or liking he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how firangely things hap - 


pen, 


As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 


„ 


He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 
That ſhe fmil'd, and fo ſtraightway in love he 

did fall. 

And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſor- 
Te, 

He'd wed her to-night before it was morrow : 

And how ſhould this watcrman ever know care, 

When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fart! 


In the School fer Scandal. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow oi fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houlewite that's thrifty, 
Let the tqaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'!! prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir ; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toait paſs, &c, 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with a face full of wo, 
And here's to the girl that is merry, 
| Let the toaſt paſs, &e, 
 Z 
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Let her be clunily, or let her be lim, 
Young or aucient | care not a teather ; 
So fill the pint bumper up to the brim, 
And een let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toll pals, 
Drink to the laſs, 
] warrant He'll prove an cxcuſe for the glaſs. 


B. Bell and Mary Gray. 


Oo Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
"They were tua bouny laſles, 
They bigged a bow'r on von burn brae, 
And theeked it o'er wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell 1 loo'd veftreen, 
And thought I nc'er could alter? 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky cen, 
They gar my fang falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint- tap, 
She finilcs like a May morning. 
Men Phœbus flarts frac Thetis' lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, fait is her hand, 

Her waift and fect fu' genty; 
With itka grace ſhe can command; 


Her lips, O vow ! they're dainty, 


And Mary's locks are like 2 craw, 
Iler cen like diamonds glances ; 
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She's ay ſac clean, redd up, and braw: 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blithe as a kid, with wit at will 
She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fac gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes. 
Wae's me, for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and tak” my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


$ O N G. 


MY Jeany and I have toii'd 
The live-lang ſummer's day, 
Till we were aimoſt ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay. 
Her kerchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow ; 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her car, 
But what is that to you ? 
But what is that, &c. 


Her ſtoc kings were of kerſy green, 
As tight as ony ſilk | 
Oh! fic a leg was never ſeen ! 
Her ſtun was white as milk! 
L z 
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Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
Ard tweet, ſweet was her mou”! 
Oh! Jenny daintily can kits 
But what is that to you? 


The roſe and lily baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair; 
There is nac henniſon like mine, 
] have amaiſt nae care: * 
But when another ſwain, my dean 
Stall lay you're fair to view, 
Let Jeany whiſper in his ear, 
Pray what is that to you? 


Conceal thy beauties if thou can, 
Ilide that ſweet face of thine, 

That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine. 

O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 

And I, with faithful heart, ſhall ſwear 
For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had wives enew, 
And meny a concubine; 

But I enjoy a bliſs mair true; 
His joys was ſhort of mine: 
And Jeany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due: 
All debts of love to her I'll pay, 

And what's that to you? 


- 
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Corn-Rigs are bonny. 


Y Patic is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face 1s fair and ruddy : 
His ſhape is handſome, middle-ſize, 
He's ſtately in his wa'king ; 
The ſhining of his een ſurprize, 
Tis heav'y to hear him ta'king. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me belt of ony ; 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn-rigs are bonny ! 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding were deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting : 
Then I'll comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernonny 
He's free to touzle, ear' or late, 


Where corn-rigs.are benny. 


6 
The Laſs of Patie's Mil. 


1 laſs of Patic's Mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, 

In ſpite ct all my ſkill, 

Hath ſtole my heart away: 
When tedding ol the hay, 

Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
Ta age it would give youth, 
To prets them with his hand. 
Through all my fpirits ran 
Aa ecſtacy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt m a balmy kifs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from aſſected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had | all that wealth 
Hopeton's high mountains GN, 
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Infur'd long life and wealth, 
And pleaſures at my will ; 
I'd promiſe, and fulfill, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
T he laſs of Patic's Mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


My 7 Janel. 


QVEET Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye come by the Baſs en, 
For the love ye bear to me, + 
Buy me a kecking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the draw-well, Janet, Janct, 
And there yell fee your bonny fell, my jo Janet. 


KReekirg in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſhou'd fa' in, 
Sync a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd myſell for fin. 
Had the better be the brace, Janet, Janet, 
Had the better be the brac, my jo Janet. 


Goad Sir, for your courteſie, 
Coming thro* Aberdeen then, 
For the love you bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſheen then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, Janet, Janet, 
Ae pair may gain ye ha'f a year, my jo Janet, 


— . — —— — — _— ——— 
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But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping uke a mawking, 
If they ſhouid fee my clouted ſheen, 
Of me they will be tawking. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at e'en, Janet, Janet, 
Syne a' their fau'ts will not be ſeen, my jo Janet» 


Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy inc a pacing-horſe then. 
Pace upo' yuur ſpinniag-wheel, Janet, Janet, 
Pace upo' your ſpinning-whecl, my jo Janet, 


My ſpinning-wheel is auld and ſtiff, 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs aft my hand, Sir. 
Mak' the beſt o't that ye can, Janet, Janet, 
But like it never wale 2 man, my jo Janet. 


S O N G. 


T malt- man comes on Munanday, 
And he craves wond'rous fair, 
Cries, Dame, come, gi'e me my filler, 
Or malt ye fall ne'er get mair. 
I took him into the pantry, 
And gave him ſome good cock- broo, 
$yne paid him upon a gantree, 
As hoſtler-wives ſhould do. 


V 
1 
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When malt-men come for filler, 
And ga1zers wi? wands o'er ſoon, 
Wives, tak' them a' down to the cellar, 
And cl-ar them as I have done. 
This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frae making din; 
The knack I learn'd frae an auld auaty, 
Tie inackeſt of a“ my kin. 


The malt-man is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me: 
For, come when he likes, 'm ready ; 

But it ſrae hame I be, 
Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain, 
When niglit returns I feel the ſmart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain, 
I'm ftarving cold, while thou art warm ; 
Have pity, and incline, 
And grant me for a hap that charm» 
ing petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd fancy, in amaze, 


Still wanders o'er thy charms ; 
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Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways 
Preſent thee to my arms. 

But waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 
This pauting breaſt of mine. 


J faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you fliil deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; 

Thy petticoat could give me caſe, 
It thou and it were mine. 


dure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, 

And tkou'rt too good its laws to ſlight, 
By hindering the deſign. 

May all the pow'rs of love agree 
At length to make thee mine, 

Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


The Roſe in Yarrow. 


Was Summer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 

Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorr ow, 

I wander'd o'er the bracs of Yarrow, 


1 
Till then deſpiũng beauty's pow'r, 
I kept my hrart my own ſecure; 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive? 
No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me, 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt 1 ſa this charming fair; 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's pardens has no marrow. 


Had I of heav'n but one requeſt, 

I'd aſk to lye on Mary's breaſt ; 
There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſurc: 
Deſpiſing kings, and all that's great, 
I'd ſmile at courts, and courtiers fate; 

iv joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow. 


But tho? ſuch bliſs I ne er ſhou'd gain, 
Contented fill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her, 
For leaving life Ill always love her. 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind ! 
Tha: breaft, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beautecus roſe of Yarrow, 
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Bide ye yet. 
GN I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee fire, 


A bonay wee wiſe to praiſe and admire, 
A bonny wee yardy, aſide a wee burn, 
Farewell to the bodies that yammer and mourn. 


And bide ye yet, and hide ye yet, 

Ye little ken what may Letide ye yet : 
Some bonny wee body may be my lot, 
And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


When I gang a-field, and come hame at een, 
I'll get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean; 
And a bonny we bairnie upon her knee, 
That will cry pappa or daddy to me. 

And bide ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be 

A difference a'tween my wee wike and me, 

In hearty good-humonr, altho' ſhe he teaz'd, 

I'll kiſs her and clap her until ſhe he pleas'd, 

And bide ye yet, and bide ye yet, 
Ye little ken what will betide ye yet; 
Some bonny wee body may be my lot, 
And Ill ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


d. 
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Caii;pimyg Dreary Dun. 
Miter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping arcary dun; 
Aud ke'il get a wife as faſt as he can, 
W:th a haily, gaily, 
Gambo ratly, 
Giggling, niggling, 
Galloping galloway, draggie-tail, dreary dun. 
I ſaddled his ſteed, fo fine and io gay, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
I mounted my mule, and we all rode away, 
With our haily, &c. 
We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
The Nightingale ſung inſtead of the Lark, 
With her haily, &c. 
We met with a Friar and aſk'd him our way, 
Gail-pmy dreary dun ; 
By the L-, aus the Friar, you are both aſtray, 
With your haily, &c. 
Our journey, I tear, will do us no good, 
Gailoping dreary dun; 
We wander alone like the babes i'the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 


My maſter's a fighting, and Il take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
But now think better—Pll een go to ſlcep, 
With my haily &c. 
M 2 
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S ON (. 


TISSY, curious, thirfty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink 22 , 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ſt thou ſip, and ſip it up- 


Make the moſt of lite you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Lite is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike, both mine and thine 
Haſten quick to their decline, 

Thine's a ſummer mine's no more. 
Though repeated to threeic ore ; 

I hreeſcore ſummers, when theyr'e gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 


S 0 N. 
[TOUGH prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſ me, 


Againit inclination, O what can they do! 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 
My heart, my fond heart, fays my Henry, is true. 


The bee, thus as changing 
From ſweet to ſweet, ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he lis ht on, nter wiſhes to firay ; 
With raptures poſſeſſing, 
In one every hleſſing, 


Tul torn from her boſom he flies far away, 
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Tally 59. 


VE ſportſinen, draw near, and ye fportſwomen 
too, 

Wuo deliglit in the joys of the field ; 

Mankind, tho” they „ame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield; 

His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, Eis Grace, 
A hunting continually go, 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With, Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will rife with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

The huntſman gets up at the found of the horn, 
And rides to the commons full ſpecd. 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 
The poet too often lays iow, 

Who mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With, Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we 
ſpeed 

Tho” prudes on our paſtime may frown, 

How oft do they decency's bounds overleap, 
And the#ences of virtue break down. 

Thus public, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhow, 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With, Hark forward, huzza tally ho, 


M 3 


5 O N S. 
2 long flour iſn'd the pride ot the 
town, 
The courtiers ador'd her, the belles cry'd her 
down 5; 
Her feature was beauty, het motion was erace, 
Yet viewiag her mind, you forgot her fair face. 


Weulth, pleaſure, and title, ſolicit in vain; 

The ſoldier boaſts honour, the merchant his gain; 
But ſuch gay deluſions at diftance were thrown, 
She ſought tor a merit might equai her own. 


At length our Telinda receiv'd the keen dart; 
She ſaw it was levell'd, nor guarded her heart; 
To honour, to virtue, ſhe gave up the field, 
To merit like Strephon's 'twas glory to yield. 


Now *f. 2p* from the ſplendour and follies cf life, 
The title ſhe boaſts, is the title of wife; 

Her utmoſt ambition's to pleaſe her fond youth, 
They live, and are bleſt in the cottage of truths 


S O N G. 
TLOCKS are ſporting, doves are courting, 
\Y arblng linnets ſweetly ſing ; 
Joy an pleafure, without meaſure, 
kindiy hail the glorious Spring. 
Flocts arg bleating, rocks repeatingy 
Va!ii-ys ccho back the ſound; 
Dang: inging, piping, pringing, 
Nought but mirth and joy go round. 


S © N 6. 


RLE from the kuftle, care, and ſtrife 
Of this ſhort, varicgated life, 
Oh let me ſpend my days, 
In rural fweetneſs with a friend, 
To whom my mind I may uaberd, 
Nor cenſure heed, nor praiſe ; 
Nor ce nſure heed, nor praiſe. 


Riches bring cares; I aſk not wealth ; 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

I envy not the great : 
"Tis theſe alone can make me bleſt, 
The riches take of eaſt and weft, 

I claim not theſe or ſtate, 


Tho” not extravagant or near, 

Yet thro” the well-|pent chequer'd year 
I'd have enough to hve : 

To drink a bottle with a friend, 


Aſſiit kim in diftreſs—Nc'er lend, 


But rather freely give. 


T too would wiſh, to {weeten life, 
A geatle, kind, good natur'd wife, 
Young, ſenſible, and fair; 
One who could love but rae alone, 
Prefer my cot to e' er a thrane, 
And ſooth mv ey'ry care, 
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Thus happy with my wife and friend, 
My lite I cheartully would ſpend, 


With no vain thoughts oppreſt; 


It heaven has bleſs tor me in ſtore, 
O grant me this, I aſt no more, 
And I am truly bleſt. 


S O N G. 


T* early horn ſalutes the morn, 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearful cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All, all return the enliv'ning ſound. 


5 ON G. 


9 Venus, with your doves, 
Hither, all ye little loves; 

Round me light your wings diſplay, 
And bear a lover on his way. 


Oh, could I but like Jove of Old, 
Transform myſelf to ſhow'ry gold, 
Or in a ſwan my paſſion ſhroud, 
Or wrap it in an orient cloud ; 


What looks what bars ſhould then impede, 


Or keep me from my charming maid, 


— 


Wy my 


N . 


OVELY vympb, aTwage my anguiſh, 
At your feet, a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh, 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Dia vou know the lad that courts you? 
[le not long need ſue in vain ; 
Prince of fong, of dance, of fnorcs,-yor 
Scarce will mect his like again. 


PB rit;/h Grenadiers. 


MT talk of Alexander, and ſome of Hercules, 
Of Conon, and Lyſander, and ſome Milliades; 
But of all the world's brave heroes there's none 
that can compare, | 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, to the Pritiſn 
grenadiers. 
But of all the world's brave heroes there's none 
that can compare, 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, to the Britiſh 
grenadiers. 


None of thoſe an: ent heroes e' er faw a cannon 
ball, 

Or knew the force of powder to flay their toes 
withall; 
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Zut our brave boys do know it, and baniſh all 
their fears, 

Wich a tow, row, row, row, ro, the Britiſſ. 
grenadliers. But our brave boys, Cs. 


Whene'er we are commanded to flurm the pa- 
Ila tes, 

Our leaders march with fuſces, and we with 
hand granades, 

We throw them from the glacis about our en'mics 


ears, | 
With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britiſh 
grenadiers. We throw e them, &c. 


The god of war was pleaſed, and great Bei- 
lona ſmiles, | 
To ſce theſe noble heros, of our Britiſh Iles: 
And all the gods celcitial, deſcentted from their 
ipheres, 
Beheld with admiration the Britiſh grenadiers. 
And all the gods celeſtial, &c. 


Tuen let us crown a bumper, and drink a health 
to thoſe 

Who carry caps and pouckes, that wear the loop- 
ed clothes. 

May they and their commanders live happy all 
their days. 

With a tow, row, row, row, row, tlie Britiſh 
grenaliers. | 

May they and their commanders, &. 
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Nw the happy knat is ty'd 


| hp the happy kaot is ty'd, 
Betſey is my charming bride ; 

Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſt as Colinet ! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

W ho ſo bleſt as Colinet ! 


Now k adieu to maiden arts; 
Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton giris and boys: 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe ſhaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorff, 
Tho” I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flowers ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho” on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Prefs' like any May-day queen; 
Tho? fix ſweethearts daily ftrove, 
To deſerve thy Betſey's love: 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my jov's in Colinet, 
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Strike up then the ruſtic lay. 

Crown with ſports our bridal day: f 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, & 
Like my Betſey, fair and kind, $ 
And each laſs a huſband get, 

Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fiil the bob; L 

Revel all without controul : 

May the ſun ner rife or ſet N 

But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faichful Colinet. A 
Lara in my Cheſt 1 


LCCX D in my cheſt I've ſifty pound, 

With four good acres of meadow ground; 
For your bonny black eye, ſweet Lauretta, I Fh ; 
Marry me, ny f-weet laſs, you'il in plenty abound. 


I've two pack-horſes, a jack-afs, and ſow, 
A harrow, a harrow, ſpade, flail, cart, and plouvh, 
Ducks, turkies, geeſe, hens, fourteen ſherp in L 


my pens, 
Heifer, calf, cat, and goat, and a fine milk cow. 


A kettle of braſs, and a pot to ſew, 

A waſhing tub, and a vat to brew, | 

A warming pan bright, and a dog bar ks y night; 
Bay, will you marry me? and I'll marry you, 


be 
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Let's be Jovial. 
OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, 
Neble deeds are done by wine; 


Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd for love or beauty pine 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find? 
More than Phillis has, tho“ going 
in the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council-board : 

He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 
Mote than by his conqu'ring ſword, 


5 O N G. 


OVE's a ſweet, agen'rous paſſion, 
That can ev'ry vice controul ; 
Round the globe, in ev'ry nation, 
Love does humanize the ſoul. 


Love can ſoften ſavage nature, 
And fine ſentiment impart ; 
Love can brighten up each feature, 


Love to ſocial friendſhip fires us, 
Greateſt good this fide the grave! 

Love to noble deeds infpires us, 
Love can make he © an brave, . 
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Sce two hearts by love united, 
Greater joy can ne'er be found ; 
With each other they're delighted, 
And with hliſs ſupreme they're crown'd. 


S O N G. 


ITE mind of a woman can never be known, 
You never can gueſs it aright : 
Vil tell you the reaſe n, ſhe knows not her own, 
She changes ſo often ere night. 


*T would puzzle Apollo her whimſies to follow, - 


His oracle would be a jeſt; 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
She'll change with the wind; 
And often abuſes the man that ſhe chuſes, 
And him the refuſes likes beſt. 
To keep them in temper, I'll tell you the way, 
I'd have you give ear to my plan; 
Be merry and chearful, goodehumour'd and gay, 
And kiſs them as oft as you can: 
For while you do theſe, you the ladies will pleaſe, 
Their aſſections you're ſure for to gain; 
T hen be of their mind, 
And quickly you'll find, 
Tis better than wrangling, contending, and jang- 
ling, 
For they'll love you, and kiſs you again, 
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SON G. 


U Intented I am, and contented [I'll be; 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will focially fit on my knee, 
Aud a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd, 
My brave boys? 


Sce, my vault - door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Tap the caſk, for the wine we will try; 
*Tis as feet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to your eye, 
My brave boys. 


Sound that pipe, tis in tune, and the bins are 


well kid; 
Vic that heap of Champaign in the rear! 
I hote bottles are Burgundy; fee how they te pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier upon tler, 
My brave boys. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my f!2fks, 
Al! glorioully ranged in view; 
When I calt my eyes round, I conſider my caſts 
As \ingComs I've got to ſubdue, 
My brave boys. 


In 2 piece of {lit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
"ED will light us cach pay ta hand; 
2 


— 
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The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, 
My brave boys. 


Tis my will, when I die, not a tear ſliall be ſhed, 


No hie jacet engrav'd on my ſtone ; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 


And ſay, that my drinking is done, 
My brave boys. 
8 O N G. 


YOUN G Colin having much to ſay 
In ſecret to a maid, 

Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 

And ſcek th' embow'ring ſhade. 

And after roving with his mate, 
Where none could hear or fee, 

Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Lou charms, ſays Colin, warm my brcaſt, 
What muſt I for them give? 

Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 
I can't without you hve ! | 

My flocks, my herds, my all are thine, 
Could you and I agree ; 

Oh ſay, you to my wiſh incline, 
Under the greenwood tree. 
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Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwam, 
The wary laſs replies; 
A lad, who muſt not ſuc in vain, 
Now for my favour tries: 
He bids me name the facred day; 
In all things we agree: 
Then why ſhould you and I now ſtay 
Under the greenwood tree ? 


All this but ferv'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do: 

Till to his ſuit ſhe would be kind, 
He would not let her go. 

His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay'd; 
No longer coy was ſhe; 

At church ſhe feai'd the vow ſhe made 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Gella-I ater. 


RAW, braw lads of Galla-water; 
O bra lads of Galla-water ! 
I'll kilt my coats below my knee, 
And follow my love thro” the water, 
Sae fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
Sac bonny blue her cen, my dearie, 
Sae white her teeth, ſae ſweet her mou”, 
I aften kiſs her till I'm wearie. 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moſs * the heather, 
3 


„ 
In Kilt my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love thro? the water. 
Down amang the broom, the broom, 


Down amang the broom, my dearie, 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 


That gart her greet till ſhe was wearie. 


S 0 N G. 


2 fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
Sing bum, be berv, bum; 

Fare ye weel, my auld wile, 
Sing bum, bum, dum. 

Fare ye weel, my auld wife, 

The ſteerer up o* ſtunt and ſtrife; 
The malt's aboon the meal the ntiglit 
wr ſome, ſome, ſome. 


And fare ye weel my pyke-ſtaff, 
Sing bum, be bery, bym ; 
Fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 
Sing bum, bum, bum : 
Fare ye weel, my py ke-tafl, 
Wi” you nae mair my wife I'll baff; 
The malt's aboon the meal the night 
Wi ſom e, ſome, ſome. 
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SONG. 


MUST have a wife, whatſue'er ſhe be, 

If ſhe be a woman, that's encugh for me. 
Buy broom- beſoms, you may buy them now, 
Fine heather-rangers, better never grew. 


If that ſhe be bonny, O the joy that's there 

If that ſhe is ugly, ſhall not meikle care. 
Buy broom-befoms, wha'll buy them now? 
Fine heather-rangers, better never grew. 


If that ſhe be young, happy ſhall I be, 

It that ſhe be auld, the ſooner ſhe will dic. 
Buy broom-beſoms, wha'll buy them now? 
Fine heather-rangers, better never grew. 


Tf ſhe loves a drappie, her and I will *gree, 

It ſhe loves it not, there's the more for me. 
Buy broom-beſoms, wha'll buy them now? 
Fine heather rangers, better never grew. 


Young and ſupple was I when I leapt the dyke, 

Now I'm auld and trail, I downa lift my leg. 
Buy broom-beſoms, wha'll buy them now: 
Fine heather-rangers, better never grew. 


T will take my new braom-beſoms to the fair, 
Sell them all by dozcas, where's my profit there? 
Buy broom- be ſoms, wha'il buy them now ? 

Fine heather- rangers, better never grew, 


1 


vill take the beſoms, tie them on my back; 
Beſoms for a penny, rangers for a plack. 
Buy broom- beſoms, wha'il buy them now.? 
Fine heather-rangers, better never grew. 


What care I for beſos? what care I for broom? 
have got a wife, I thall not lye my lane. 
Buy broom beſema, wha'll buy them now? 
Fine heather- rangers, better never grew. 
Hark ye, bonny laſſes ! dinna marry ſoon, 
Tkea advice frac Geordie, who did cut your 
broom. 
Buy broom-beſoms, wha'll buy them now? 
Fine heather-rangers better never grew. 


3 O NG. 


WIEN the men a- courting came, 
Flatt'ring with their prittle prattle; 
Of their fool'ries I made game; 
Rallied with my tittle tattle. 
Cboing to me, wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, pleaſing of me, 
Off 'ring pelf, each filly elf 
Came cooing, wooing, and bowing to mes 


The divine, with looks demure, 
Talk' d of tithes, and e#ting plenty; 
Shew'd the profits of his cure, 
And vo d to treat me with each dainty. 
Ceoing to me, &. 


T 
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The learn'd ſerjeant of the law 
Shew'd his parchments, bricts, and papers; 
Ja his deeds I found a flaw, 
So diſmiſs'd lin in the vapors, 
Cooing to me, &c. 


Phyſic now diſplay'd his wealth, 
With his noſtrums; but the fact is, 
I reſolv'd to keep ny health, 
Nur die a martyr to his practice. 
Cooing to me, &c, 


But at laſt a ſwain bow'd low, 
Candid, handſome, tall, and clever, 

65uecz't} my hand=<l can't tell how, 
But he won my heart tor ever. 


Cooing to we, wooing to me, 
Teaging of me, pleating of me. 
OP:ing pel?, cack filly elf, 

] ſent all other woaers from me. 


T he Maid thut tend; the Geats, 


P amang yon cliffy rocks, 
Sweetly rings che riling echo, 
To the maid that tends the goats, 
Lilting o'er her native notes. 
Hark, ſhe ſings, © Young Sandy": kind, 
* An he's promis'd ay to lu'c me; 
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tt Here's a brotch, I neꝰer ſhall tine, 
4% Till he's fairly marry'd to me; 
% Drive away, ye drone time, 
« And bring about our bridal day. 


% Sandy herds a flock o' ſheep, 
„ Atten does he blaw the whiſtle; 
e In a ſtrain ſae ſaftly ſweet, 
„ Lammies liſtning dare na bleat. 
& He's as Neet's the mountain ree, 
% Iordy as the Highland heather; 
„% Wading thro' the winter ſnow, 
« Keeping ay his flock together; 
& But a plaid wi” bare houghs, 
& Ile braves the bleakeſt norlim' blaſt. 


« Brave!y he can dance and ſing 

& Canty plee or Highland cronach : 
& Nane can ever match his ting 

At a reel or round a ring. 
& Wightly can he wield a rung ; 

% In a brawl he's ay the banpſter: 
c A his praiſe can ne'er he ſung, 

« By the langeft winded ſangſter. 
& Sangs that ſing o' Sandy 


© Comes ſhort, tho” they were e er ſac lang. 
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Jeuny Hart was frank aud fis. 


TENNY's heart was ſrank and free, 
And wooers ſhe had mony yet, 
Her ſang was aye, „Of a' I fee, 

& Command me to my Johnnie yet. 
“ For ear' and late, he has fic gate 
& To make a body cheary, that 

% wiſh to be, before I die, 

„ His ain kind deary yet.“ 


Now Jenny's face was fu” o' grace, 
Her ſhape was na” and genty like, 
And few or nane in a' the place 

Had gowd and gear mair plenty yet. 
Tho'war's alarms, and Johnie's charms» 
Had gart her aft look eerie yet, 

She fung wi” glee, „I hope to be 

„6 My Johnnic's ain kind deary yet. 


„What tho” he's now gaen far aa, 
Where guns and cannons rattle yet, 
6 Unleſs my Johnny chance to fa 

© In ſome uncanny battle, yet, 

„Till he return, his breaſt will burn 
Vi love that will confound me yet, 
« For I hope to ſee, before I die, 

6+ His bairns a' dance round me yet, 


My ain kind Deary O. 


WII. ye gang o'er the lec · rig, 
My ain kind deary O! 
And cuddle there fo kindly 
Wi” me, my kind deafy O! 


At thornie dike, and birken tree, 
We'll daff, and ne er be weary O; 

They'll ſcug ill een frac you and me, 
Mine ain kind deary O! 


Nae herds wi” kent or colly there, 
Shall ever come to fear ye O; 

But lavrocks, whiſtling in the air, 
Shall woo, like me, their deary O! 


While others herd their lambs and ewes, 
And toil for warld's gear, my jo, 
Upon the lee my pleaſure grows, 
Wi” you, my kind deary O! 


The mucking o Geordie's Byar, 


A I went over yon meadow, 

And careleſsly paſſed along, 
I liften'd with pleaſure to Jenny 
While mournfully ſinging this ſong: 
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The mucking of Geordie's byar, 
And the ſhooling the gruip ſo clean, 
Has aft gart me ſpend the night ſleepleſs, 
And brought the ſa't tears in my een. 
It was not my father's pleaſure, 
Nor was it my mother's defire, 
That ever I ſpoil'd my fingers, 
Wi' the mucking o' Geordie's byar. 
The mucking, &. 
Though the roads they were ever ſo dirty, 
Or the day it were ever fo foul, 
I would ay be ganging wi' Geordie, 
I lik'd it far better than ſchool. | 
The muckmg, &c. 


My brither abuſes me daily, 
For being wi' Geordie fo free, 
My ſiſter ſhe ca's me hoodwinked, 
Becauſe he's below my degree. 
a The mucking, &c. 


But well do I like my young Georcie, 
Altho' he was cunning and lee ; 
He ca's me his dear and his honey, 
Ard I'm ſure that my Geordie loes me. 
The muckigg, &ce 
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Rattlin' Roœarin Willie, 


O Rattlin', roarin' Willie, 
O he held to the fair, 
An' for to ſell his fiddle, 
And buy ſome other ware; 
But parting wi' his fiddle, 
The ſaut tear blin't his ee“; 
And rattiin' roarin* Willie, 
Ye're welcome hame to me. 


O Wille, come fell your fiddle, 
O ſell your fiddle fo fine; 
O Willie, come fell your fiddle, 
And buy a pint o' wine. 
If I ould fell my fiddle, 
The warl' would think I was mad, 
For mony a rantin* day 


My fiddle and I ha'e had. 


As I came in by Crochallan, 
I cannily keekit ben, 
Rattlin' roarin' Willie 
Was ſitting at yon board en“, 
Was ſitting at yon board en', 
And amang guid cempanie, 
Nattlin' roarin' Willie, 
Ye're welcome hame to me. 
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Duncan Davidſon. 


TRE was a laſs, they ca'd her Meg, 
And ſhe held o'er the the moor to ſpin ; 

There was a lad that follow'd her, | 

They ca'd him Duncan Davidſon. 

The moor was dreigh, and Meg was fceigh, 

Her favour Duncan cou' dna win: 

For wi” the rock ſhe wad him knock, 

And ay ſhe ſhook the temper pin. 


As o'er the moor they lightly foot, 

A burn was clear, a glen was green, 
Upon the banks they eas'd their ſhauke, 
And ay ſhe ſet the wheel between: 

But Duncan ſwore a haily aith, 

That Meg ſhould he a bride the morn, 
Then Meg took up her ſpinnin' graitb, 
And flang them a' out o'er the burn. 


We will big a wee, wee houſe, 

And we will live like king and queen ; 
Sac blythe and merry's we will be, 
When ye ſet by the wheel at c'en. 

A man may drink and no be drunk, 
A man may feight and no be ſlain ; 

A man may kiſs a bonny lafs, 

And ay be welcome back again. 
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T heniel Menzies bonie Mary. 


I coming by the brig o' Dye, 

At Darlet we a blink did tarry ; 

As day was dawin' in the ſky, 

We drank a health to bonie Mary. 
Theniel Menzics* bonie Mary, 
Thenicl Menzies' bowie Mary, 
Charlie Grigor tint his plaidic, 
Kiſſen Thenicl's bonie Mary. 


Her c' en fac bright, her brow ſac white, 
Her hafiet locks, as brown's a berry ; 
Aud av they dimpl't wi? a ſmile, 
The roſy cheeks o' bunze Mary. 
Theniel Menzies, &c. 


Ile lzp and danc'd the lee lang day, 

Till piper lads were wae and weary : 

But Charlie gat the ſpring to pay, 

For kiſſing Theniel's bonie Mary. 
Theniel Menzies', &c. 


Duncan Gray. 


W fa” you, Duncan Gray, 
Ha ha, the girdin' o't, 


A 
H 
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Wie gae by you, Duncan Gray, 
Ha ha the girdin' oft; 

When a the lave gae to their play, 
Then I maun fit the lee lang dav, 

And jeeg the cradle wi” my tae, 
And a' for the girdin' ot. 


Bonnie was the Lammas moon, 
Ha ha the girdin' o't, | 
Glowin' a' the hills aboon, 
Ha ha the girdia” o't: 
The girdin” brak, the beaſt came down, 
I tint my curab, and baith my ſhoon, 
And, Duncan, ve're an unco loun ; 
Wae on the bad girdin' o't. 


But, Duncan, gin ye'li keep yorr aith, 
Ha ha the gudin'” o't, 
1 blefs you wi” my hindmoſt breath, 
Ha ha the girdin” 0's. 
Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith, 
Ine beaſt again can bear us baith, 
And auld Meſs John will mend the ſkai h- 
And clout the bad girdin' a't. 


New Set of Marys Dream. 


PHE moon had elim'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 

And from the caſtern ſummit ſhed 

Her filyzr light on tow'r and tree: 
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When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; ' 
When foft and low a voice was heard, 
Say, Mary, weep no more for me. 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be? 
She ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring fland, 
With viſage pale, and hollow ee. 
O Mary, dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy fea : 
« Far, tar from thee I fleep in death; 
© So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


% Three ſtormy nights, and ſtormy days, 
«© We toſs'd upon the raging main: 
And long we ſtrove our bark to fave, 
« But all our ſtriving was in vain. 
© Ev'a then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
„% My heart was fill'd with love for thee; 
& The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt, 
«© So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


* O maiden dear, thyſclf prepare, 
« We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
«& Where love is free from doubt and care, 
« And thou and I ſhall part no more!“ 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fied, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ice ; 
But ſott the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 
« Sweet Mary, weep no more for me! 
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The Deſcription. 


ATTEND, ye nymphs, whilſt I impart, 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart ; 

And tell that ſwain, if one there be, 

Whom fate defigus for love and me. 


Let rtaſon o'er his thoughts prefide, 
Let honour all his actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 
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Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good nature ſweetly join'd ; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive figh, 
Where grief bedews the melting eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


New Tally ho. 


Hunters are up, and the ruddy-iac d 
morn, 


Moft cheartul ſalute with the muſical horn, | | 
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The blue miſty mountains ſeem join'4 with the 
fkresy 
And the dogs yelp aloud as away Reynard flies: 
Tally ho, taily ho, fee the game is in view, 


The ſportſinen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


The high-mettled ſteed ſweeps away at the ſound, 

And the hills ſeem to move, as they fly c'er the 
ground; ; 

Each proſpect is charming, all nature is gay, 

And promifes ſport and ſucceſs thro' the day; 

Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


Thegoddel(sof pleaſure, ſweet roſy-cheek'd health, 
Gives joys more abundant than titles or wealth; 
And appetite gives to their viands a zeſt, 

Above all the ſauces hy cooks ever dreſt. 

Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in vicw, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purtue. 


Huzza ! then, my boys, to the chace let's away, 
Nor in indolence loſe the delights of the day: 
From ſaſhion and folly we borrow no grace, 

But joy paints the cheeks as we follow the chace, 
Tally ho, tally ho, fee the game is in view, 

T he ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


. 
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One Bottle more. 


AS ST me, ye lads, who have hearts void 
of guile, 

To ſing in the praiſe of old Ireland's iſle, 

Where true hoſpitality opens the door, 

And friendſhip detains us for one bottle more. 

One bottle more, arra', one bottle more, 


And friendſhip detains us for one botile more, 


Old England, your taunts on our country forbcar : 

With our bulls, and our brogues, we are true 
and ſincere, 

For it but one bottle remain 'd in our ſtore, 

We have gen'rous hearts to give that bottle more. 


In Candy's in Church-Street Pl ſing of a ſet 
Of fix Iriſh blades who together had met; 
Four bottles a piece made us call for our ſcore. 


And nothing remained but one bottle more. 


Our bill being paid, we were loath to depart, 
For friendſhip had grappled each man by the 
heart; 
Where the leaſt touch you know makes an Iriſh- 
man roar, | 
And the whack from ſuilella, brought fx bottles 
mare, 


* 
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Slow Phcebus had ſhone thro' our window fo 
bright, 

Quite happy to view his bieſt childru a ct light; 

So we partetl, with hearts neither ſ ur nor ſore, 

Reſolving next night to drink twelve bottles more. 


Thom foft flowing Avon. 


or ſoft flowing \von, by thy filver ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal ſweet Shakeſpear 
would dream, 
The fairies, by moonlight, dance round his green 
bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head: 
The fairies, by moonlight, &c. 


The love-ſtric ken maiden, the ſoft-fighing ſwain, 

Here tove without danger, and ſigh without pain; 

The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall her 
dread, 

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and their 
truth, 

And cheerful old age feel the ſpirit of youth: 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread ; 

Ter hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 


Eve 
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Flow on, filver Avon, in ſong ever ſlow ! 

Be the ſwans on thy borders flill whiter than 
ſnow ! | 

Ever full be thy ſtream ; like his fame may it 
ſpread ! 

And the turf ever hallow'd which pillow'd his 
head. 


The Mulberry Tree. 


REHoLD this fair goblet twas carv'd from the 
tree, 
Which, oh my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee ; 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree ; 
Bend to thee, 
| Bleſs'd mulberry; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, - 
And thou like him, immorta! ſhall be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſry ; 

Ye curicus exotics, whom taſte has hrought here, 

To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: 


All mall yield, &. 


I 


The Oak is held royal, is Briton's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our 
coaſt: 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thcuſands 
that fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All hall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in truit trees, and Flora in flowers 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and the fareſt of 


fruit. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 
With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 
birch 


Supplics Ila and phyſic, and grace for the church; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we ind, 
He gives the beſt phyfic for body and mind. 

| All ſhall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree ; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtif more civine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shapeſpeare outſhinesthe bright 
day 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey: 
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dy the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic ot this hollow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your countrv, do honour to him, 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſs'd mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And chou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


1 7 'y Name's Fineſt Hurry, O. 


M* name is Honeſt Harry O, 
Mary Iwill marry O; 
In ſpite of Nell, or Iſabel, 
I'll follow my own vagary O. 
With my rigdum jigum airy O, 
I love little Mary O, 
In ſpite of Nell, or Iſabel, 
IU follow my own vagary O. 


Smart ſhe is and bonny O, 
Sweet as Db O, 
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Freſh and gay, 
As flow'rs in May, 


And I'm her Jack a dandy O. 


With my, &c, 


Soon to church I'll have her G 
Where we'll wed together O; 
And that, that done, 
Then we'll have fun, 
In ſpite of wind and weather O. 


With my rigdum jigum airy O, 
J love little Mary O: 

In ſpite of Nell, or Iſabell, 

Fil follow my own vagary O. 


* 
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Female Liberty Regain'd. 


"IO" man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway. 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour, 


obey ; 


At length over wedlock fair Liberty dawns, 
And the Lords of Creation muſt pull in the:: 


horns ; 


For Ilymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſhands are tyrants, their wives will de 


free, 


* W.-* 
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Away with vour doubts, your ſurmiſes and fears, 

is Venus beats up tor her gay volunteers; 

Taliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 

And make of ycur huſbands what creatures yok 
pleaſe : 

To arms then, ye fair ones, an! let the world ſee, 

When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be 
fret. 


The rights of your ſex wou'd you cer fee re- 
ſt. rd 


Your:ongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two-edged ſword ; 


That ear-piercing weapon cach huſband muſt 
dread, 

Who thinks on the marks you may place on his 
head: 

Then wiſciy unite till the men all agree, 

Tuat woman, dear woman, fhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all meck as a lamb, 

Be ſubject to © Zounds, do you know who Þ 
am ?*? 

Domeſiie politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

Mähen women take courage to govern the men ; 

Then ſtard to your charter, and let the world fee, 

Tho' huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be 
free. 
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[ The borr:w'd Hic. 


Str, I languith ! ſee, I faint! 

] muſt borrow, beg, or ſtea! : 
Can you ſee a ſoul in want, 

And no kind compaſſion feel ? 
Give, or lend, or let me take 

One ſweet kiſs; taſk no more; 
One ſweet kifs, for pity's ſake ; 

I'll repay it o'er and o'er. 


Chloe heard, and with a ſmile, 
Kind, compaſſionate, and ſweet ' 
« Colin, 'tis a ſin to ſteal, 
« And for me to give's not meet? 
* But I'll lend a kifs or twain 
«© To poor Colin in diſtreſs; 
« Not but I'll be paid again, 
« Colin, I mean nothing leſs.” 


T be kijs repard. 


HL Ox, by that borrow'd kiſs. 
I, alas! am quite undone : 
«Twas ſo ſweet, fo fraught with bis, 
A thouſand will not pay that one. 


Left the debt ſhould break your heart, 
( Roguiſh Chloe, ſmiling, cries } 
Come, a thouſand, then, in part, 


For the preſcat ſhall ſuſſicæ. 
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S O N G. 
WEET EST of pretty maids, et Cupid in. 


celine thee 
T' accept of a faithful heart, which now I reſign 
thee ; 
Scorning all felfiſh ends, regardleſs of money, 
It yields only to the girl that's ger'rous ang 
bonny. 


Take me, Jenny, 
Let me win you, 
While I'm in the humour; 
I implore you, 
I adore you, 
What mortal can do more ? 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly, 
There's my hand, there's my hand, twill never 
beguile thee, 


Bright are thy lovely eyes, thy ſweet lips de- 
lighting, 

Well polif'd thy iv'ry neck, thy round arms in- 
viting ; 

Oft at the milk-white churn with rapture I've 
fecn them, 

But, oh! how I've ſigh'd and wiſh" d my own arms 
between them ! | 

Take me, &c. 
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F've ſtore of ſheep, my love, and goats on the 
mountain, 

And water to brew good ale frem yen cryſtal 
fountain ; 

I've too. a pretty cote, with garden and land 
to't ; 

But all will be doubly ſweet if you put a hand 
to't. 

Take me, Jenny, &cs 


SONG. 


you gentlemen of Britain, 
Who live at home at eaſe, 
How little do you think 
On the dangers of the ſeas ! 
While plraſure does farround yor, 
Our cares you cannot know, 
Or the pain on the main 
When the ſtormy winds do blow ! 
| Or the pain, &e. 
The failor muſt have courage, 
No danger he muſt ſhun ; 
In every kind of weather 
His courſe he flill muſt run: 
Now mounted on the top- maſt, 
How dreadful tis below! 
Then we ride on the tie, 
When the ftormy winds do blow: 
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e Proud France, again inſulting, 
Does Eritiſh valour dare; 

11 Our flag we muſt ſupport now, 
And thunder in the war : 

4 To humble them, come on, my lads yg 
And lay their lilies low : 

4 Clear the way for the fray, 


Tho” the ſtormy winds do blow. 


Old Neptune ſhakes his trident, 
The billows mount on high; 
Their ſhells the Tritons founding, 
The flaſhing lightnings fly: 
The watery grave now opens, 
All dreadful, from below, 
When the waves move the feas, 
And the ſtormy winds do blow! 


But when the danger's over, 

And ſafe we come on ſhore, 
The horrors of the tempeſt 

We think of then no more: 
The flowing bowl invites us, 

And joyfully we go; 
All the day drink away, 

Tho' the ſtormy winds do blow. 
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Hark away. 


"2 moment Aurora peep'd into my room, 
I put on my clothes, and I call'd for my 


groom ; 
WI Wille, by this, had uncoup!'d the hounds ; 
Who lively and mettleſome friſk'd o'er the 
grounds. | 
And now were all ſaddl'd, fleet, dapple, and grey: 
Who ſcem'd longing to hear the glad found, hark 
away. 
Hack away; hark away, &:, 


*T was now, by the clock, about five in the morn ; 

And we all gallop'd off to the found of the horn; 

Jack, Garter, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the 
gooſe, 

When all of a ſudden, out ſtarts Mrs Puſs ; 

Men, horſes and dogs, not a moment would ſtay, 

And echo was heard to cry, Hark, hark away. 


The courſe was a fine one ſhe took o'er the plain, 

Which ſhe doubl'd, and doubl'd, and doubl'd 
again, 

Till at laſt he to cover return'd out of breath; 

Where I and Will Whiſtle were in at the death. 

Then, in triumph, for you I the hare did diſplay; 

And cry'd to the horns, boys, Hark, hark a- 
way. 


— — — 


Audro and his Cutty Gun. 


12 blithe, blithe was ſhe, 
Biithe was ſhe butt and ben; 

And weel ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 

She took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawin-tree : 

* But, cunning carlin that ſhe was, 

Sue gart me birle my bawbie. 


We loo'd the liquor weel enough: 


ha But waes my heart my caſh was done, 
o Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 
"0 And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 


When we had three times toomn'd our Roupy 
And the neiſt ckappin new begun, 
In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 


8 Young Andro wi' his cutty gun. 
n, The carlin brougkt her kebbuck ben, 
"4 WI girdle-cakes weet toaſted brown ; 


Wel docs the canny kimmer ken 
They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 


* We ca'd the hicker aft about; 
I Till dawning we ne'er jeed our bum; 
Ka And ay the cleareft drinker out 


Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. 


IIe did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as I in his oxter fat, 
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ile ca'd me ay his bonny thing, ” 
And mony a fappy kits I gat. N . 
I ha'e been eaſt, I ha'e been weſt, 7 
] ha'e been far ayont the tun, 
But the blitheſt lad that e'er I ſaw 
Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. Wh 
S O N G. 35 
BY the gaily circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; ; 
By the hollow caſk are told Fri 
How the waning night grows old, 
How the waning night grows old. I 
Soon, too foon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our fports away: 
What have we with day to do ? Sins 
Sons of care! *twas made for you, 8 
Sons of care ! twas made for vou. Let 
4 


8 O N G. 
COME, now, all ve ſocial powers, 


Shed your infl'ence o'cr us; 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us: 
Bring the flafe, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; D 
Sport, and dance, and laugh, and ſing, 
An! caſt dull care behind us. 
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Love, thy godhead I adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſſion : 
No r will we ever Low before 
Thoſe idols, Wealth or Faſhion. 
Bring the flaſk, &e, 


Why the pl:gue ſhou'd we be ſad, 
Whilſt on carth we moulder; 
Rich, or poor, or grave, or mad, 
We ev ry day grow older. 
| Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Friendſhip! O thy ſmile's divine, 
Bright in ev'ry feature; 

What but friendſhip, love, and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures. 


Bring the flaſk, &. 


Since the time will fleal away, 
Spite of all our ſorrow, 
Let's be blithe and gay to-day, 
And never mind to morrow. 
Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 
Sport, and dance, and laugh, and Cng, 
And caft dull care behind us. 


S ON G. 


Duster, you're too young to marry; 
Tis too ſoon to be a wile; 
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Tet a little longer tarry, 

Ere ye know the cares of life. 
Wedlock is a £ckle ftation, 

Sometimes ſweetneſs, ſometimes ſtrife ; 
Oh ! how great the altcration 

'Twixt the maiden and the wife! 


Love and courtſhip are hut ſtupid, 
Glory has ſuperior charms ; 
Mars ſhonld triumph over Cupid, 
When Bellona calls to carms : 
As for you, Sir, do your duty, 
Oh ! were I but young again, 
I'd not linger after beauty, 
But go play my part with Spain. 


A Favourite Scots Rondeau, 


YE ny mphs, tis true, to Colin's ſtrain 
I've often liſten'd in the grove, 
And can you blame me that a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love. 


Alas! could I my heart ſecure, 

Unleſs to worth and merit blind ; 

Ah! fay cou'd you yourſelves endure, 
To flight a ſwain fo true and kind, 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 


And honour breathes the ſhepherd's ſigh ; 


Love o'er diſcretion will prevail, 
To ſtun its power in vain we try, 
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5 ON G. 


A* ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With foul that ſtill mall love thee, 
I'll aſk of Heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
F'il viſit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Vhiltt raund thou didſt intold me. 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By greenwood, ſhade, or fountain, : 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare, 
With you upon the mountain, 
There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows your're mine, my love is your's, 
My heart which cannot wander. 


SONG. 


F IR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown 
them in vine; 
I try'd it; but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart, 


I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her aid, 


Who paus'd on my caſe and each circumſtance 
weigh'd ; 
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Then gravely pronounc'd, in return tomy pray ”r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be 
taught, 

J came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault with Hebe would forefeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 

While like lightening ſhe darts through each 
throbbing ven ? 

My ſenſes ſurpriz d, in her favour took arms, 

And Reaſon confirms me a flave to her charms. 


Johnny comes Tomorrow. 


WII me joy, ye nymphs and ſwains; 
Johuny comes tu-morrow 

He ſhall quickly glad the plains, 
Baniſh care and ſorrow : 

He had left us now too long, 
Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 

But he will bring us dance and fong, 
And every ſmiling picaivre. 


If I've time I'll deck the bow'r, - 
Once my ſwain delighting, 

Twine it round with many a n= 
And with ſweets inviting: 
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There he talk'd fo well of love, 


Won my heart from ſorrow, 
There on wings of haſte I'!] rove, 
He'll be there to-morrow. 


Come, my ſhepherd, quickly come, 
Where canſt thou be ſtaying ? 

Love, who wants thee now at home, 
Chides thy long delaying : 

From to-day 'I never rove, 
But be blithe and Honny ; 

For I never more ſhall live, 
Without my ſweetheart Johnny. 


The Folly Taper. 


* a hearty good fellow, a.ruby-nos'd ſot, 

Who never yet thought of treaſon, or*plot : 

A hottle that's mellow is the chief of my cares, 

Ant I guzzle each night, ull I'm carried up 
ſtairs. 


On the tombs of the brave one's, the wealthy, 
and wiſe, 

We are only inform'd, that “ under he lies; 

Tis a hint that 1 hike not, a trumpery tale, 

So I now drown the thoughts on't in flaggons 


ot ale. Q 3 
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They may name me fot, hlockhead, or een what 
they will; 

But it wealth, nor if riches, nor wiſdom or ſkill, 

Can their owners preſerve from a church-xard 
or pricſt, 

Why, I'll live as I Ike it-for method's a jeſt. 


On the leſſon of Nature it is that I think, 

For ihe taught me to love, and ſhe taught me to 
drink; 

To my picaſures full power ſhe taught me to 
give, 

And I'll tick to her maxims as long as I live. 


I 've money, good ſtore o't, and ſpend it I muſt; 
Be roaring and merry, but honeft and juſt, 
That, cold in my coffin, my landlard may ſay, 
He's gone and he's welcome—there*s nothing to 


pay. 
8 ON G. 


MY hottle is my wife and friend; 
If dull, her ſpirits cheer me; 
Whenever Rory would unbend, 
Oh how her kiſſes cheer me ! 


Ci1CRUS, 


Lovely bottle warms my throttle, 
Makes me niddle, nodClc, queerlys 


1 


Stammer, ſtumble, reel and tumble, 
Wimble, wamble, dearly. 


She is my doctor, and my nurſe, 
My champion in a hobble; 
Atho' ſhe empties oft my purſe, 
She makes my blood right noble. 
Lovely bottle, &c. 


When by the middle I ſeize my wife, 
She fires me with love ſtories : 


As I'm wedded to her firm for life, 


1'll dance and fing her glories. 
Lovely bottle, &c. 


SONG. 


© yn me, ye gods, ſome calm retreat, 
Where I may paſs my days; 
Free from the low mean follies of the great ; 
Free from the vulgar's envious hate, 
And careleſs of their praiſe. 


Bleſs'd with one faithful female friend, 

There let my time flide on; 
And when my ev'ning ſun ſhall dowuwards tend, 
When fleeting life is at an end, 


I'll quietly be gone. 


Q3 
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. 
Brhorp the god Bacchus, 


Ott ment ion'd by Flaccus, 
To mortals affords good advice; 
I'll grant ſtore of claret, 
Then lrink and nc'er ſpare it. 
"Twill balm every care ina trice. 


Deep draughts of Canary 
Will make us all merry, 
While Beauty in vain rolls her eye: 
No more ſhe can vex, 
We'll love the whole ſex, 
But ne'er for one female will ſigh. 


If grief ſhould aſſail us, 
Philoſophy fail us, 
Sure comfort is found in good wine ; 
Tf the heart feels a wourd, 
No cure can be found, 
No doctor like juice of the vine. 


N 


ff hg buſy crew the ſails unbending, 
Ihe ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd ; 
Jack Oakum, ail his pers rn. ing, 


Uad made tac port where Kitty liv'd, 


n 
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Tis rigging, no one dar'd attack it. 
Light fore and alt; above, below; 

Long quarter*d ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
And trowſers like the driven ſnow. 


lis honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 
He flew like light'ning to the fide ; 
Scarce had they been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


A wing pendant gaily ſtutter'd 
From her neat made hat of ftraw ; 

Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter d, 
It was her ſailor that ſhe faw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While, ſecure from all alarms, 
Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
"lacy dart into each others arms. 


The Fiſhmenger's Lamentation. 


KF SHWIVES, have loſt my wiſe ! 
lave you ſcen my Sarah? 
The pride an comfort of my life, 
My kind, my beſt, my dear—a ! 
She went out this aſternoon; 
Ah! that 1 knew writher ! 
If I thought her in the moon 
C—lic me, but 1'd go thither : 


| 
| 


— 
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But II! firſt my Sarah ſeck 


All around the city; 

Tears bedew me while I ſpeak, 
Fiſhwives, do me pity. 

Lay, oh! lay your baſkets by, 
You vociierous ſounderg— 

Sarah, Sarah, Sarah cry, 
Inſtead of cod and flounders. 


Favourite Songs in the new Opera 


of Marion. 
Air, by Mr: Billington. 


BY the ofiers ſo dank, 
As we fat on the bank 
And look'd at the fwell ot the billow, 
This baſket he wove 
As a token of love; 
Alas! *twas the branch of the willow. 


Now ſad all the day 
Thro' the meadows I ſtray, 
And reft flies at night from my pillow : 
The garland I wore 
From my ringlets I tore, 
Alas! muſt I wear the green willow ? 
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Air, by Mr Johnſon. 


Ye happy pairs, ſincere and kind, 
"Tis here you taſte each joy refin'd ; 
Fair truth and love delight to dwell 
At yonder cottage on the dell. 


How dear ſweet Marian's artles fighs! 


Her's the mild eloquence of eyes, 
When cor ſtancy's ail-cheering ray 
Drives every jealous thought away, 


T 1zzht as the fairy ſtep at morn, 

Swift paſiing o'er th unhending corn; 
A'l other pleaſures weakly move 

The heart awake to generous love. 


Far hence he doubt ard tender fears; 
How bleft the bite whick love entcars! 
V. hen truth informs the glowing cheek, 
O, love! thy traniports vho can {peak ? 


Air, fang by Br Blanchard. 


When little, on the village green 
We play“, arn'd to love her; 

She ſeen. * to me fre fairy queens 
So 1igitt tripp'd Patty Clover. 
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With every frmple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her: 
The cherry piuck'd, the bleeding heart 
To give to Paity Clover. 


The faireſt flower to dei x her breaſt 
L choſe an infant lover; 

ole the gol-{anch from its neſt, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


Air, by Mr Datrbcy. 


ITow bleft our condition? how jocund our day? 
ic {wains, can Gur pleaſures be told ? 

To ranye in ſweet order the rows of new hay, 
To lead the ſtray lamb to tlie fold. 


To fetch up the kine for the maiden we love, 
And puard her from: noon's burning heam ; 


To guide her dear ſteps, when ſhe leads thro? 


the greve | 
The heifer which pants for the ſtream. 


To carry her pail, when with milk it o'cerflows, 
Tou git while ſhe reſts on the tile ; 

To gather the kiny-cup, rhe woodbine, or roſe, 
To make her a poley the while. 


Yn — — 
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Hunting Seng, by Mr Bowden. 


e fy the chace, to the chace; on the brow gf 


the hill 
Let the hounds meet the ſweet · breathing morn ; 
Whilſt full to the welkin, their notes cicar and 
ſhrill, 
Join the ſound of the h-art-ch: arinz horn. 
What m. fc celeftial, - hen urging et race, 
Sweet echa rep ats, To the c ace, to the chace: 


Our pleaſures tranſport us, how gay flies the 
hour, 
Sweet health and quick ſpirits attend; 
Not ſweeter when evening convenes to the 
power, | 
And we meet the lov'd ſmile of a friend. 
Sc e the ſteg juſt before us; he ſtarts at the cry: 
He ſtops—his ſtrength fails—ipeak, my friends, 
muſt he die? 


dis innocent aſpe &, whit ſtanding at bay, 
lis expreſſion of anguiſh and pain, 
All plead ror compaſs n our looks ſeem to ſay, 
Let him bound o'cr his foruits again. 
Quick, releaſe hun, to dart o'er the neighbouring 
plain, 


Let him live —let him bound o'er his foreſt 


Lain. 
— = 
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A favourite Sang. 


\ Y Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on Tay, 
He tends his ſheep on verdant plains, 
And chears me al! the day: 
For O! he is fo blythie a lad, 
A blyther canna he ; 
Whene'er he's nigh, my heart is glad, 
For dearly he loves me. 


As on a moſſy bank we ſat, 
Beneath a f-agrant ſhade, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on his bagpipe play'd: 
For O! he is, &c. 


He calls me his dear life and care, 
And his own Meggy too; 
He vows, by all that's good and fair, 


To me he will prove true. 
For O! he is, &c. 


So I will prize my lovely ſwain, 
And yield to be his wite; ; 
Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſs'd for life. 
For O! he is, &c. 


I 
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Hung Jamie. 


WIRE new-mown hay, on winding Tay, 
The ſweets of ſpring difcloſ-s, 
As I one morning finging lay, 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie, ſkippiag ober the nicad, 
By good luck chanc'd to {py nic, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently fat down by me. 
O my bonny Jamie,-O; 
O my bonny Jamie-O ; 
I care not though the world ſhould ftnow 
How dearly I love my Jamic-O. 


The ſwain though I right meikle prizc, 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 
Bur with a frown ray heart diſguiſe, 
And ſtrave awa to fend him; 
But fondly he ſtill nearer press“, 
And at my feet down ling; 
His beating heart it thun p“ ſo ill 
I thought the lad was dying. 
O my bouny Jamie, &c. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry accents teiguing, 

I often roughly ſhot wm by, 
With words fu” of diftlalning: 


R 
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He ſeiz d my hand, and nearer drew, 
And g-ntly chiding on my pride; 
So ſweetly did the ſhepherd vow 
I bluſhing vow'd to he his bride. 
O mv bonny Jamie, &c. 


The Ban kr of Tay. 
2 thy han':s, gentle Tay, when I breath'd 


the (oft lute, 
To my Chlac's tweet accents attention ſate mute; 
To her voice with what trauſport I ſwell'd the 
flow grain, 
Or return'd dying meaſures in echoes again: 
Little Cupid beat time, and the Craces around 
Taught, with even diviſions, to vary the ſound, 


From my Chloe remov'd when I did it complain, 
And wari:!e ſmooth numbers to footh love-fick 


pain, | 
How much alter'd it ſeems as the riſing notes 
flow, 


Ani the ſoft falling ſtrains how inſipidly low ; 
I will play then no more, for irs ker voice alone 
Muft enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tone. 


Favcurite Song. 


O The days when I was young, 
hen l lavgh'd at fortune's ſpite, 
Talk' of love all the day long, 

And with neQar crown'd the nigts. 


| ( 195 ) 

Then it was old father, Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown : | 
Halt thy malice youth could bear, | 
Aud the reſt a bumper vrown. | 
O! the days, &. | 

Truth they fay lives in a well, 
Why, | vow, I ne'er ccu'd ſee; | 
Let the water-drinkers tell, | 
There it always lay for me.—O ! the days, Re. | 


For, when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never faw I talſzhood's maſk: 
But ſtill hon-Rt truth 1 tound 
At the bottom of each tiafk. 
O! the Cays, &c. 
True, at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
O! the days, &c, 


Yet, oid Jerome, thou mzyct boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; 
Se ill beneati thy age's fro, 
Glous a mark of youthtul fire, 
O! the days, &c. 


Friend and Lever. 


M told by the wile ones, a maid I ſhall dio; 
They is I'm too nice, but the charge I dun; 


WW 
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Iro but too well how the time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and fewer are young: 
Bit I hate to be cheated, and never will buy, 
hole ages of torrow for moments of joy; 
I] ever will wed, till a youth I can find, 
Mere the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


No pedant, tho' learned, or fooliſhly gay, 

Or laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay; 

To every fair one obliging and free, 

Put never be loving to any but me: 

In wicte tender boſom my foul may conſide, 

Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe counſels 
can guide: 

Such a youth I would marry, if ſuch I could 
find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


Fram ſuch a dear lover, as I here deſcribe, 
No danzers ſhall frigi:t me, nor millions ſhould 
bribe : 

But till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

lam ſingle, and happy, and ſtill will be fo: 

You may laugh, and ſuppoſe I am nicer than 
wile, 

But l' un the dull fop, the dull coxcomb deſ- 
pile 3 

Nor c'er will T marry till the youth I can find, 

M hexe the friend and the lover are equaily join'd. 


TRY. 
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TBraugh the Weed, Laddie. 


0 Sandy ! why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 
niourn? 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When nacthing can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or thro” the wood, laddic until, thou return. 


Tho' woods now are boany, and. ryornings ar- 
clear, 
While lar'rocks are ſirging, 
And primrotes ſpringing, 
Vet nane of them pieafes mine eye nor mine ear, 
When thro? the wood, laddic, ye dinna aphear 


That I am forſaken ſome {pare not to tell, 

I'm faih'd with their fcorniwvg 

Baith cv'ning and morning, 
Their jeering gaes aft, to my heart wi' a knell, 
Wien thro' the wood, laddie, I wander mylcl}. 


Then ay. my dear Sandy, no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Halle kere to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languoy to that happy day, 
When thro” the weed, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
aud pla. R 3 
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Tore the Mod Laſſie. 


Q Nelly! no longer thy Sandy now mourns, 
Let muſic and plcaſure 
Aboui:d without meaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, &c. 
O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, laike, until thou return, 
Thro' the wood lafhe, thro' the wood, laſſie, 
Thro' the wood, thro' the wood, 
Thro' the wood laſſie, 


O'er hiilocks, or mountains, &c. 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear 
Nell, 

No content, no delight, 

Have I known day or night, 
The murmuring ſtream, and the hill's echo, tell, 
How thro' the wood, laſſie, I breath'd my ſad 

kneil, 

Thro' the wood, &c. 


And now to all ſorrow I'll bid full adieu, 
Ard with joy like a dove, 
I'!l return o my love: 
The maxim of loving in truth let us know, 
Then thro' the wood, laſſie, we'll bonnily go. 
| Turo' the wood, &c. 
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Come lads and come laſſes, be blitheſume and 
gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, 
And both full of glee: 
The Highlands ſhall ring with the joy of the 
Cav, 
When thro' the wood, happy, we'l! dance, ſing, 
and play 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


Arthur O Brady. 


T* As in the month of May, 
Ine maidens they did ſay, 
A garland they would have, 
That was both gallant and brave: 
The ſyllabubs they brought up; 
That ev'ry one might ſup, 
Now ['ll take off my cup, 
Good ale is belov'd by all, 
The great as well as the ſmall : 
Then here's to Arthur O'Bradly—O ! 
O rare Arthur O'Bradly' 
O care Arthur O'Bradly—O. 
Good ale is belov'd by all, &c, 


Young Arthur went out one day, 
Met Dorothy by the way, 

And took her by the hand, 
Deſiring her for to ſtand; 
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If you love your mother, love me, 

And love no other but me, 

For my name it is Arthur O'Bradly—O. 

And I am O rare Arthur O' Bradly, &c, 


The old woman ſcreech'd and cry'd, 
And call'd her daughter aſide ; 
What a fooliſh young girl are ye? 
How can you fo frolicſome be ? 
Scarce fifteen years of age, 
To rule a man's houſe and engage : 
Beſid es, you are not fit 
To keep an old man in his wit, 
And your not for Arthur O'Bradly—O. 
For he's O poor Arthur O'Bradly, &. 


Young Arthur ſtept in by the bye, 
And ſtopt the old wife of her cry; 
Oho' old woman, fays he, 

I am as good as ſhe, 

For if death my father ſhould call, 
J ſhall be heir of all: 

His tackling and his looms, 

With a dozen of wooden ſpoons : 
With three left-handed mittens, 
And an old curtain ring, 

A dozen of metal buttons 
Ty'd to an old leathern ftring ; 
With cocks and pails hail five, 
Aud a piece of an old bee-hive- 
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Be ſides, was left in my lot, 

My grandmother's muſtard pot, 

And chamber pot, as good 

As ever was made of wood; 

And they are all for Arthur O' Bradly—0. 
And I'm O rare Arthur O' Bradly, &c. 


Tien Goody took Arthur afide, 
Gave Dorothy for his bride ; 
J heir eldeſt fon to be heir, 
They both did vow and declare. 
The bride and bride ron pt 
To bed in hafte they flript, 
The caudle and poſſet did go, 
The maidens the ſtocking did throw: 
While Dorothy ſoon cry'd, Oh— _. 
O rare Arthur O'Bracly, &c. 


Now Arthur has got a wife, 

The like was never ſcen; 

She's mouth from ear to ear, 

And her teeth as rotten's a pear ; 

Her legs are bended fo, 

That a wheel-barrow thorough may go; 

With a hump upon her back, 

Like to a pedlar's pack, 

And a huſband ſhe has got, 

And her name it is Draggle-ta'l'd Dorothy, O', 
And ſhe's O rare Draggle-rail'd Dorothy, 
Wife to Arthur O' Bradly—0. 

Good ale is below d by all, &c. 
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The Surprize. 


HE tither morn, when I, forlorn, 
Ancath an aik fat moaning, 

I didna trow, Fd ſee my joe, 

Befide me gin the glowming : 
But he fu trig, lap o'er the rig, 

And dawtingly did cheer me, 
When I, whatreck, did leaſt expect 

To ſee my lad fo near me. 


His bonnet he, a thought ajee, 


Cock'd ſpruce * when firſt he claſp'd me: 


An! I, I wat, wi” fainnefs grat, 
Waile in his grips he preſs'd me. 

Diel tak” the war! I late and ear 
Ila'e wiſh'd fince Jack departed ; 

But now as glad, Pm wi' my lad; 
As hortf yne bruken hearted, 


Fu att“ at e'en, wi' dancing keen, 
When 2 were blyth and merry, 

] car'dna by, fac ſad was I, 
In abſence o' my dearie : 

But, praiſe be bleſt, my mind's at ret, 
I'm happy wi' my Johnny, 

At kirk and fair I'ſe ay be there; 
Aud be as canty's ony. 


oy ——_— .. 
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SONG. 


A 


Round the plains my heart has rov'd ; 
The brown, the fair, my flames approy'd 


The pert, the proud, by turns have lov'd: 


And kindly fill'd my arms. 
J danc'd, I fung, I talk'd, I toy'd; 
While this I woo'd, I that enjoy'd ; 
And are the kind with kindneſs cloy'd, 
The coy reſign'd her charms, 


But now, alas! theſe days are done: 

The wrong'd are all reveng'd by one, 

Who, like a frighted bird, is flown, 
Yet leaves her image here. 

O ! could 1, yet, her heart recall, 

Before her feet my pride would fall, 

And for her ſake, forſaking all, 
Would fix for ever there. 


A Mufical Intertainment. 


HO” my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 
Not a wrinkle is there 
Which is furrow'd by care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt, 


( 204 } 


When I look on my boys, b 
They renew my paſt joys, £ 

Myſelf in my children 1 ſce: 3 
While the comforts I find, 0 
In the kingdom my mind, 


Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 1 
H 
In the days I was young, 1 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 4 
The laſſes came flocking apace ; 
But now turn'd to threeſcore, W 
I can do fo no more ; Sh 
| Why then let my bey take my place. — 
Of our pleaſures we crack, 
For we till love the ſmack, ö M 
Aud chuckle o'er what we have been; M. 
Yet why ſhould we repine? Bei 
You've had your's, I've had mine, She 
And no let our children begin. a 
| WI 
| Sylvia. He 
| Wh 
YLVIA, Sylvia, Sylvia, one day, 
She dreſs d herſelf in man's array; Wh: 
With a brace of piſtols by her fide, I the 
To meet her true love, Tw: 


To meet her true love away did ride. 2 80 ta 
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She met her true love on the plain, 
And boldly made him there to ſtand ; 
Stand and deliver, ſne did cry, 

Or elſe this moment you ſhall die. 


This put her true love in ſurpriſe, 

He knew her not, being in diſguiſe : 

She boldly made him there to ſtand, 

And give gold and watch at her command, 


When ſhe had robb'd him of his ſtore, 

She ſaid, Kind Sir, there's one thing more, 
A diamond ring I ſee you have, 

Defiver it, and your life I'll ſave. 


My diamond ring a token were, 
My life I'll loſe before it I ſpare: 
Being tender hearted like a dove, 
She rode away from her true love, 


As they walk'd in the garden green, 
Where like true lovers they'd oft been, 
He ſpy'd his watch hang by her clothes, 
Which made him bluſh like any roſe. 


What bluſh you at, you filly thing! 
J thought to get your diamond ring, 
Twas | that robb'd you on the plain, 


1 


Then to the church they did repaic, 
Where thoſe true lovers matryꝰd were: 
Young Jamie, and his Sylvia gav, 

In joy and mirth they ſpent the day. 


A Free Maſin's Sang. 
L* Maſonry from pole to pole 


Her ſecret laws expand; 
Far as the mighty waters roll, 
To waſh remotcf land! 
That virtue has not left mankind, 
Her ſocial maxims prove; 
For ftamp'd upon the maſon's mind 
Are unity and love. 


Aſcending to her native ſky, 
Let matonry increaſe; 

A glorious pillar rais'd on high, 
Integrity its baſe. 

Peace adds to olive-boughs entwin'd, 
An emblematic dove ; 

As ſtamp'd upon the maſon's mind 
Are unity and love, 


Os . 


hap 
Inclin 
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TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


PHE KING Tie beggar's vennifon 
The QUEEN The land we live in 
The Royal Family Patience in adverſity 
Surcels to the Royal Heaitu and competens 
Navy cy 
The Friends of Govern- Love and friendſhip _ 


ment The ſtaff of life 
Tuc lan't of cakes Decent economy 
Peace and plenty The female economiſt 


May the brow of the brave never want a wreath 
of laurel 

May the lover of a glaſs never want a bottle 

May we never envy the happineſs of others 

All that love can give, or ſenſibility enjoy 

Supply to the purie of the chearful giver 

Moy ine enemies of the land of cakes never 
break a farle of them 

Conſtancy in love, and fincerity in friendſhip 

Every thing of Fortune Hut her inſtability 

Senſe to wia a heart, and merit to keep it 

Riches to the gencrous, and power to the merciful 

Frien'ls and favourites, and favourite friends 

May all honeſt ſouls find a friend in nced 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed 

Love in a cottage, and envy to none 

May the ſingle be married, and the married be 
happy | 

Inclination to confer, and gratitude to remember 
tavours 8 2 
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Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great 
Health, joy, and mutual love 

Mo our joys multiply, and our cares Cecrcaſe 
Frugality without meanneſs 

M: , real merit be rewarded in the arms of virtue 
May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs 

May genius and merit never want a friend 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection 

The circle of our female acquaintance 

May they never want who have a ſpirit to ſpend 
Proviſion to the unprovided 

The hearts that ſympathy unite may Hymen join 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes 
May we always have a friend, and know his value 
The honeſt patriot, and unbiaſed Briton 

May we always forget when we forgive an injury 
All our wants and wiſhes 

May temptation never conquer virtue 

More friends and leſs need of them 

Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte 
The love of liberty, and liberty m love 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue 
The heart that feels, and the hand that gives 
Health in freedom, and content in bondage 
Love witi:out fear, and life witheut care 

The pleaſure of pleaſing 

May Pallas's ſhicld protect whom Mars crowss 
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I N VDE X. 


A 
A Roſe-tree full in bearing 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives 


4 
33 


Alexis a ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and kind 76 
94 


As walking forth to view the plain 
As bringing home, the other day 
And did you not hear of a jolly young 
A maſter I have, and I am his man 
And fare ye well, my auld wife 
As I went over yon meadow 
Attend, ye nymphs, whilſt I impart 
Aſſiſt me, ye lads, who have hearts 
At ſetting day and rifing morn 
Around the plains mh heart has rov'd 

| B 
Bright Phoebus has mounted the chariot 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear 
Betty, early gone a-maying 
Bufy, curious, thirſty fly 
Braw, braw lads of Galla-water 
Behold this fair goblet, twas cary'd 
Blithe, blithe, blithe was ſhe 
By the gaily circling = 
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Behold the god Bacchus 186 
By the oſiers ſo dank 188 
C. 

Contented I am, and contented I'll be 20 
Come, ye party-jangling ſwains 37 
Come, let's hae mair wine in 44 
Come, gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd 6r 

Come, haſte to the wedding, ye friends 7 

Contented I am, and contented I'll be 147 

Chloe, by that borrow d kiſs 172 

Come, now, all ye ſocial powers 178 
D. 

Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt 7 


Dear Sir, this brown juz that now foams 11 
Did you fee cer a ſhepherd, ye nymphs 89 


Daughter, you're too young to marry 179 | 
F. | 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 6 
Farewell, ye groves and chryftal fountains 10 | 
Four and twenty fiddlers all in a row 25 | 
For the brook and the willow forſaking 85 l 
For the ſake of ſomebody 117 l 
Flocks are ſporting, doves are courting 138 . 
Free from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife 139 l 
Fair Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 181 : 
Fiſhwives, I have loſt my wife 187 - 
G. 
Go, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the Kies I : 
Guardian angels, now protect me 27 


Good people, draw near 78 
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Gin I had a wee houſe, and a canty wee firer 34 


Grant me, ye gods, ſome calm retreat 185 
H. 
How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay 9 
Hark, hark, from the Woodlands 14 
Her daddy forbad, her minny forbad 34 
Hey the duſty miller ibid. 
How bleſt has my time been? what joys 64 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwan / 
How lovely ſhines the riſing morn 8x 
Hark ! forward, my boys, ibid. 
Haſte, my lads, your laſſes briag 92 
Herſell pe Highland ſhentleman 105 
Here's to the maid of naſhful fifteen 123 
Hither, Venus, with your doves 140 
How bleſt our condition, how jot und 190 
J. 
I lo'e nae a laddie but ane 2 
F am my mammy's ae bairn 18 
I once was a maiden ireſh as a roſe 32 
F ſaw what ſeem'd a harmle$ child 36 
I've kiſs'd, and I've prattl'd to fifty fair 43 
T hae laid a herring in fa't - $8 


In ſearch of ſome lambs from my fiock 83 
In the garb of old Gaul, wi' the fire of old 110 
I muſt have a wife, whatſoe'er ſhe be 151 
In coming by the brig of Dye 160 
I'm a hearty good fellow, a ruby -nos' d fot 183 
I'm told by the wiſe ogcs a maid I ſhall die 19; 


I D. 


Jockey ſaid to Jeany, Jeany wilt thou do't 
Jolly mortals fill your glaſſes 
Jenny's heart was trank and free 
L. 

Leave, neighhours, your work, and to ſport 
Laſt Valentine's day, when bright Phebus 
Let poets praiſe the flow'ry mœad 
Lovely nymph, afſwage my anguith 
Lock'd in my cheſt I've fifty pound 
Love's a ſweet, a generons paſſion 
Let maſonry from pole to pole 

M. 
My heart was once as blythe and free 
My laddie is gane far away o'er the plain 
My Jeany and I have toil'd 
My Patie is a lover gay 
My name is honeſt Harry O 
My bottle is my wile and friend 
My Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 

N. 

Nae gentle dames, tho” e'er ſo fair 
No more my ſong, ſhall be, ye ſwains 
Not drunk, nor yet ſober, but brother to 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 

O. 
O whiſtle, an' I'll come to you, my lad 
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112 
145 
155 


59 
70 
87 
141 
144 
145 
206 


15 

Fr 
125 
127 
169 
184 
192 


19 
29 
93 
143 
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One night as young Colin iay muſing in bed 23 
On a brook's graſſy brink, in the willow's 
Q faw ye Jenny Nettles 


31 
46. 
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On Teeſe's ſweet banks I ſat with my Molly 37 
53 
69 


O bonny laſs, will you lye in a barrack 

O {end me Lewis Gordon hame 

O wha's that at my chamber door 

O Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray 

O Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 

O rattlin' roarin' Willie 

On thy banks, gentle Tay, when I 

O! the days when I was young 

O Sandy! why leav*ſt thou thy Nelly 

O Nelly! no longer thy Sandy now 
8. 

Softly ſweet the minutes glide 

Sure a laſs in her bloom, at the age 

Somehow my ſpindle I miflaid, 

Shepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 

Since you mean to hire for ſervice 

Since love is the plan 

Say, Phœbe, why is gentle love 

Saw ye Johnny cummin ? quo ihe 

Softly found the martial trumpet 

Sweet Sir, for your courteſy 

Some talk of Al-xander, and ſome of 

Sweeteſt of pretty maids, let Cupid 

Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia, one day 


4 
The weathy fool, with gold in ſtore 
Two brothers to the tavern went 


The twins of Latona, fo kind to my hoon 


The meadow looks chearful, the birds 


ED 
Tho! Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſiady 


The morn was fair, ſoft was the air 
Then farewell, my trim-built wherry 
The pioughman js a bonny lad 

There's cauld kail in Aberdeen 

The hounds are all out, and the morning 
Tho' late I was plutp, round, and jolly 
The ruddy morn blink'd o'er the brae 
The Summer it was ſmiling, all nature 
The topſail ſhivers in the wind 

"Twas Summer, and foftly the breezes 


The choice of three lovers I have, to be fure 83 


The ſailor buldiy plows the deep 


The gay teather'd ſongſters were Nraining 


*C was on the morn of {weet May-day 


The pride of all nature was ſweet Wallic-O 


The auld man he courted me, 
Tue meal was dear ſhort ſyne 
The Lawland lads gang trig and fine, 


The world, my dear Myra, is full of deccit 


The laſs of Patic s mill 

The maitman comes on Munvnday 
'T was Summer, and the dav was fair 
Though prudence may preſs me 

The early horn ſalutes the morn 


The mind of a woman can never be known 146 


There was a lays, they ca'd her Meg 
The moon had clim'd the higheſt hill 
The hunters are up, and the ruddy 
Thou foit-flowing Avon, by thy ftiver 
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Tho“ man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway 170 
The moment Aurora peep'd into my room 176 


The buſy crew their fails unbending 186 
To the chace, to the chace; on the brow 191 
Twain the month of May 199 
The tither morn, when I, folorn, 202 
Tho' my features, I'm told 203 
Toaſts and ſentiments 207 
U. 
Up among yon cliffy rocks 153 
W. 
When I think on this warld's pelf 8 
When fairies dance round on the grafts 13 
Willie was a wanton wag 22 
What will Ido gin my hopgie die 33 


When Eiliot commanded the fam'd Gibraltar 41 
When lav'rocks Iwert, and yellow broom 49 
When the ſheep are in the iauid and the $2 
When you knelt at my feet 82 
What ſoft pretty things, both by night and 84 
When dewy morn on moon-beams bright 386 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 100 


Wuat numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 102 
Weep not, ye ſtreams of gentle Tay 104 
When firſt a maid within her breaſt 107 
Wha wadna be in love 116 
When the wen a courting came 152 
Will ye gang o'er the lee- rig 156 


Weary fa' you, Duncan Gray 169 
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Wich me jov, ye nymphs and ſwains 182 
When little, on the village green 189 
Where new-mown hay on winding Tay 193 

Y. 
You're welcome to Paxton, Robin Adair, 12 
Ye gales, that gently wave the ſea 45 
Young Phillis, one morning a maving 91 
Young Sandy woo's me ear and late 108 
Ye ſportſmen, draw near, 137 
Voung Colin having much to ſay 148 
You gentlemen of Britain I74 
Ye nymphs, *tis true, to Colin's ſtrain 129 
Ye happy pairs, fincere and kind 139 

Z. : 
Zelinda long flouriſh'd the pride of 138 


N. B. The Binder is defiredto turn 
the two laſt leaves of letter F. 


